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, ** EXT 2 "We" 


T the brow of a hill, &c. 
Alexis, a pretty youn 
As Chloriz, full of harmleſs th 
| Aﬀift me, all ye tuneful Nine 
Alexis, a ſhepherd, you 

8 4 Chloe ſat 

3 4 4 for peace twixt the hawk, Kc. 
tting day and riſing morn 

4 muſing I rang ' d in the meads all alone 


ſwain 
ought 


| of hope my ſoul revives + 
Wat is the Downs the fleet was moor'd 
4 menarch in my ruſtic bow'r 
1 Jamie gay gang'd blithe his wa 
courting I went to my love 
me not how calmly I 
Ait, who underneath my 
KG me ev ry tuneful bard N 
- Attend, ye nymphs, while I impart — 
At lor there was, and he liv'd in a garret 
ne love deſpairin — 
St. Oſythe, by the mi 
* if yon damaſk roſe is ſweet 
fickle Jenny 


2 
* tinkeri ch Tom the fireets his trade did cry 25 
ill along St. Paul's did move 262 
2 went der the 3 matter the day 285 
eee I examin d my heart 286 
n fields I rove 295. 
An z valley, of Toon the pride 302 
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25 
young, conſtant and kind 54 
elter'd, and breath'd the cool air 56 
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As blythe as the linnet fings in the green wood 119 
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96 
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112 


234 
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255 


By 


F By the gaily circlin 


8 ho evi mar gar we 
Dome, neighbours, ; we're ads we 
Chloe, by that bo 


Cruel creature can you: 
_ Ceaſe, Damon, to pu 


| Did ever "RE a nym 
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B. | | 
By dimpled brook, and fountain brim 12 i 
Be ftill, O ye winds, and attentive ye fwains 2 
Bleſt as the immortal Gods is he 
Behold the ſweet flowers around | 
Mow, ye bleak winds, around my bead 


Blythe Jockey young and gay 


Blow on ye Sn fo ſoft rains. f 
Blab not whet you ought to {mother 
Buſy, curious, thirſty _ FS 

Beat on, proud — Boreas hlow _ 
Bright ſol at length by Thetis woo'd _ 
Boaſt not miſtaken fwain' — 2 6:4 a US 
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Come live with me, 
Conſider, dear da 


Curs'd be the wretch 


fl hk 
Game * Chloris, lewis wandering 8 
n wap «1 


Come Roger and Nall, and Sinkin and Bell 

Callin one day in angry mood © it 5 

Come all ye brave Britous, &. 

Come liſten and langh at the db. 

Cleora ſat beneath 2 5 1 
S 561 F 30 x } 

ph adore 

Deareſt Kitty ! kind and fair f 

as true . 


ix IND E X. 
Dear Chloe attend 99 
| Domeſtic bixd, whom wintry blaſts 308 
| - —_— whilſt thus beyond meaſure 125 

beſide a clear ftream 130 
dagen agen beten ye nymphs, &e. 131 


' Declare my 
£ Dear Sall „ 212 


Dear 22 213 
; e 213 
LN N 


Dear Chloe, come give me ſweet kiſſes 305 


3 . with Delia's = 145 


4 "Dear Berty fair whoſe 8 care 305 


„ ads N to Loc 4 cc. / 


. Go, roſe, my Chloe's boſom a 
So, 1 9 
1 ve dreams, go quit me 55 
P Gord Damon, if you will you may 101 
i! per. — ä 192 
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How much, egregious Moore, ate we 


How giddy is youth, yet above ail advice” 
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Good I if you pleaſe; you may 
Gentle auth reſs of my 3 | "309 
Hat Neptune when firſt he took —— &c. 3 
Have you not ſeen the morning ſuinn 17 
How bly the was I each morn to ſee 30 
Happy che man whole with and care 17-4117 WY 
How happy is the maid 6! 73 
How few amongſt the thouſand pairs 75 
Hafte, haſte, Phillis, hafte, tis the rt Roſe. 77 1 
Hear me, ye nymphs, und ev'ry wan 


Happy the man, whom heav'n ordains 
How pleaſant a failor's life paſſes 
Had | but the wings of à dove 

How happy's the lover, whoſe cares are, ce. 20 


Hark, the horn calls —awa 215 1 
Hark, hark, o'er the plains . de 4 
Hark! I hear the mother'series *'- 4 
How bleſs'd are beggars lafſles —* E. 3 
Happy's the love which meets return 229 | 
Has the arrow of Copid ne 'er lodg'd ir in, | be br 1 
How hard is the fate of all womankind - 53 : 
How bleſt has my time been,” what days, Ae. 245 ! 
GY England! old N for glory, vera 278 


If * oh! H ymen, 1444 why ebe 2 4 
I wiſh and lon Gr that which 1 eee oo 


If ever, oh! Hymen, you grant mo a wiſe | N 


If beauty's power ſo potent be 
Tu fing of my lover all night and all day | 
I all th 6 Ke 
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INDEX. 


1 * W i 
truth can fix thy wav'ridg heart 7 
* vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt 91 
all the ſex ſome charms [ 2 55 
re a Charm, ye pow'rs e 98 
a the fleeting ods we chide 1 13 
* ev'ry art 
I live to old, as I 11 paw dann 16s 


Llately ſaw = now I fin 


ics 
t has been told = 


ye when he ſaw my Fanny's face 234 
ms'd I remember it well 258 
5 r I'hfeream our ; don'think | feign 282 


ume O ye muſes, was happily ſpent - 38 
r ue furniſhed with bees 6 
1 ie ven once 3 boany lad 71 
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Jam a y virgin that 
did n 208 
not et once in a female to find 215 


If love's a ſweet paſſion, why does it torment 230 


4 * of ſleep rer emult be 156 
; ; long ige: young ese tokn&10. 


gen'rous 38 
11 aſſion toſt 00 
* Love's a dream 5 mighty treaſure 87 
. es an idle childiſh paſſion — OR 
E Love, thou bane of rok and - 162 
= e neighbours your wor to ſport, &c. 171 
eme wander not unſeen * v0 
284 
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} * — wildeſt of his ſex 354-3 26 
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Once more I'l] tune the vocal ſhell | 5 
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1'N D & &. 
Mourn, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn | 
My paſſion is as muſtard ſtrong 
My Kitty cries, were Damon wiſe | 
My Patie is a lover gay 
My ſong, ſirs, excuſe 
Miſs Danae when fair _ young 


No more of my Ges of Polly n no more 
Not the liquid brightneſs of thoſe eyes 18 
No ſhepherd was like Strephon gay — 116 
No glory I covet, no riches I want » 3 
Not angel dwells above 4 = 
Near Goſport's pleaſant town = 
Nature for defence affords ©- 298: 7 
Near the fide of te at the foot of » kill 33 
Of all my — vaſt the amount - | 
bliſsful tis tolanguiſh 2 
N thou know what ſacred charms | . 3 
Il have a huſband, ay, Nr =_—_ 
On every hill, in ev'ry grove ;-f y 


One evening as I lay | 

Of Anna's charms let others tell 
Oh | ſay, what is that thing eall'd light -/ G . 
Oh l true content! ſecure from harm . 4 
Oh hq could I venture to love one like thee 199 5 
One kind kiſs before we part £ 
O ſay! muſt I figh and pine my lors 2 
One ſummer's eve, as Strephon rov'd ' 352 1 
Of verdure ftript, the ruſſet plain 7. 2 o_—_ 
One Midſummer morning, when nature, &c. 
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viii IN D E X. * 
x not to me your muſty rules 76 T 
- Paſtora's come with myrtle crown'd 209 1 
+ Rous'd Europe now is 5 in arms 53 7 
Sick of the town at once I flew 15 £ 
"Soft pleafing pains unknown before 24 17 
Sweet are the charms of her I love 4.1 T 
<Yoft invader of- my foul | 74 T 
Stella and Flavia ev'ry hour 84 — 
ivia, wilt thou waſte thy prime 100 f| x 
. Erppbon, when you ſee me fly 102 l 
1 phon, why that cloudy forehead 17 fg 
+ Since wedlock's in vogue, and ſtale e &c. 113 14 
1 Jwile, ſmile, Britannia ſmile 117 4 
See, ſhe wakes! Sabina wakes 127 4 
Says Damon to Phillis ſuppoſe my fond eyes 176 7 
| Spring renewing, all things gay 184 14 
Ses languith,. fee I faint 208 J 7 
* winter hath leſt us the trees are in boom 4 

2 224 
1 Shall girls, webs only claim to worth 232 L 
as of Bacchus let's be pay 243 4 
Sweet day ſo cool, fo calm, fo bright 2 254 * 
1 r than Ill my love forego SE 
$ Soe, from che eaſt, the riſing ſun 2 G 
| round, my brave boys, let us ſing, &c. 279 G 
C contentment, heavenly bright 290 f| 
nn, who tried with ev'ry. grace 297 la 
by ſtatute we wed, and fince beauty, &c. 209 G 
ect content! from whence =y name 30r G 
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. blooming damſel, whoſe defencs es 1 


Tell me, my Delia, tell me why 


vil INDEX 


The fan in virgin luſtre ſhone | 
Tell me, laſſes, have you ſeen. 6 
The laſs of Pattie's mill 16. 


To take in good part the ſqueeze of the hand 23 
The fool that is. wealthy is ſure of a bride 28 


Thy fatal ſhafts unerring move 32 
The ſilver rain, the pearly dem 33 
Fo heave her white boſom, &e. 5 34 


The laſs that would know how to manage, &c. 47 
Tho' Baucis and F are both ancient and poor 48 
Tis bumpers lull all cares to reſt . 63 
Too long a giddy wand * ys 
"Twas in the pleaſant month of May 
The pride of ev'ry grove [ choſe 


Tho cruel you ſeem to my pain _ 

The lawland lads think they are fine 

The lawland maids gang trig and fine 
Twa bonny lads were Sawney and Jockey | 
'The * Adonis 

Too plain, dear youth, theſe tell-tale eyes 
The wanton God that es hearts 
There was a time that foreſwore. 

"Twas when the ſeas were roaring 

Tis true my Celia thou art fair 

The ſun was ſleeping in. the main 

Tho' Chloe's out of ſaſhion 

The man who beſt can danger dare 

"Tis now, ſince I ſat down before 
The new flown birds the ſhepherds ſing 
That Jenny's my friend, my delight, and, ge. = 
The nymphs all labour day and night 


To dear Cn. 


eit. 


The hounds are alifſje:, and the morning, &c. 24 
"Twas on a river's verdant fide 246 


The blytheſt bird that ſings in May 249 

The ſweet rofy morning peeps over the hills 251 
Tis wine makes us love, and love makes, &c. 256 
The women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs 265 


To hug yourſelf in perfect eaſe 273 
Thou riſing ſun, whoſe gladſome ray "76 
"To keep my gentle Jefſe 276 
The ftame of love fincere I felt 277 

The eye that beams with lambent fire 283 
- That Stella quits the wint'ry plain 291 


1 The ſun his gladſome beams withdrawn 293 
E * The world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit 294 
he weſtern ſky was purpled o'er with ev'ry 


Ei pleaſant ray 311 
Voain is ev'ry fond endeavour 95 
pon à ſummer's ev'ning clear "O96 
Vulcan contrive me ſuch a cup 232 
Vain youth thy flattery give o'er 30 
EIS! SR WW. | 
Why will you my paſſion reprove | 21 

Well hg eres — — a jolly, &. 29 
{ {+ When Phcebus the tops of the hills does adorn 32 Y 
} © Whilſt I gaze on Chloe trembling 33 
Well met, Dorinda, why ſo gay 35 
When here, Lucinda, firſt we came 3 

_ © Waft me ſome ſoft and cooling breeze 2 


Welcome, weleome, brother debtor 4 

{ What beauteous ſcenes enchant my fight ? 4.4 
{ Why heaves my fond boſom, ah ! what, &c. 48 
i When the nymphs were contending for, &c. 57 
{ With Phoebus I often aroſe | 65 


F | 


i= } 
When Fanny blooming fair 2 I k 
When Delia on the plain appears 5 80 j 
Whene'er I meet my Celia's eyes on 


When firſt by fond Damon Flavella was feen 90 
When yonder cooing doves retire . 


x 


109 1 
Who'll buy a heart, Myrtilla cries 123 I 
| While others ſtrip the new fall'n ſnows 126 
Wou'd you taſte the noon-tide air 133 
When icicles hang on the wall | 136 W 
When daiſies py'd, and violets blue 1 
What tho' they call me country las 38 
While others on exalted wing „ 
When the trees are all bare, &c. EE. = 
What care i for affairs of ſtate * „ 
Whilſt youth and beauty join to pleaſe 185 
When Britain firſt at heaven's command 194 
; When love and youth cannot make way S044 
* Whilſt oa thy dear boſom lying 216 
When Damon firſt my eyes beheld 185 
WMubere is pleaſure, tell me where , 198, 
Whilſt I with many a pleafing kiſs 3 
When ſtrong perfumes and noiſome ſcents 191 
When ſol was at reſt : 200 
When fond you Damon's charms recite 3 
'4 When will war and tumult ceaſe 29 
We all to conquering beauty bow 227, 
Will the /innet fly the ſnare 1 
While beaus to pleaſe the ladies write 263 
Were kings and their people permitted to ſee 264 
Was Nancy but a rural maid . 
. What beauties does Flora diſcloſe ? 272 
With tuneful pipe, and merry glee 274 
When tator'd under mamma's care 287 


Where's 


Ves, Im 


e 
Where s my ſwain ſo blythe and clever 288 
While Strephon thus you teize me 295 


When trees did bud, A green 295 
Young Jockey, who teaz'd me a twelve, &c. 22 | 


You ſay you love, and twenty more 49. 

Vou ſay at your feet that I wept in deſpair 53 
= Colin ſought my heart to gain 58 
amon, yes, I can approve 66 

. Daphne, brighteſt creature 76 | 
You may ſay what you will, but Belinda's, &c. 
Tong I am, and yet unſkill'd 5 
Ve nymphs, who to the throne of love 121 
Ye s to whom Colin complains 142 


Ye — s whom fancies and troubles, &c. 149 
Ye medley of mortals that make up this, &c. 166 
Ye ſo chearful and gay 168 
Ye ancient patriarchs of the wood 152 


Toung Colin was the bonnieſt ſwain 178 


Yen ymphs who know the pleaſing ſmart 188 


Ye ſwains that are courting a maid 


19 247 
ES - Young Moll who lives at the foot of the hill 281 
Von = 


as you will of new modes and new 


— w'z32  — —— IL (D—2 2 


flaſnions —— 
Young Daphne made Damon adupe to her pride 


CE 2. 
Tephyrs, ſpread your purple pinions 


304 


in love, I feel it now 215 


POLITE SONGSTER. | 
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SONG I. E ira of Innocence. 
1 E blooming damſel, whoſe defence 


1s adamantine innocence, 

Requires no guardian to attend 

Her ſteps, for modeſty's her friend: 

Tho! her fair arms are weak to wield 

The glitt' ring ſpear, and maſſy ſhield : w_ 
Yet ſafe from force and fraud combin'd, . 
She is an Amazon in mind. oo 

With this artillery ſhe goes, :<; 5. 

Not only mongſt the harmleſs daun; 2; os 
But even unhurt and undiſmay'd, e 
Views the long ſword and fierce cockade, _ -* | 4 
Tho' all a ſyren as ſhe talks, — 3 
And all a goddeſs as ſhe walks, 5 465, ea 

Vet decency each action guides, 8 0 = 
And wiſdom o'er her tongue preſides. 
Place her in Ruſſia's ſhowery plains, "FR"... ol 
Where a perpetual winter reigns, ©, Aw 
The elements may rave and range, 9 7 
Yet her fix d mind will never change. 

Place her, Ambition, in thy tow'rs, - {ate pa? 

Mongſt the more dang'rous golden fhaw' 8. 

| E'en there ſhe'd ſpurn the venal tribe, » >» 

| And fold her arms again: the — — 

5 B Leave * 


12 1 

Leave her defenceleſs and alone, 

A pris' ner in the torrid zone, 

The ſunſhine there might vainly vie 
With the bright luſtre of her eye; 

But Phcebus* ſelf, with all his fire, 

_ Cou'd ne'er one unchaſte thought inſpire. 
But virtue's path ſhe'd ſtill purſue, 

And ſtill, my fair, wou'd copy you. 
SONG 2. The Maiden's Choice. 

F ever, oh! Hymen, I add to thy tribe, 

Let ſuch be my partner my muſe ſhall deſcribe, 
Not ia party too high, nor in ſtature too low, 
Not the leaſt of a clown, nor too much of a beau. 
Be his perſon genteel, and engaging his air, 
His temper al yielding, his TH ſincere, 

But a dupe to his paſſion gainſt reaſon to move, 
But kind to the ſweeteſt in the paſſion of love. 
Let honour, commendable pride in the ſex, | 
His actions direct. and his principles fix; 

No groundleſs ſuſpicion muſt he ever ſarmiſe, 
Nor jealouſly — every look in my eyes. 

If ſuch a bleſt youth ſhould approve of my charms, 
And no thought of intereſt his bofom alarms ; 
Then in wedlock I'll join with a mutual deſire, 
And prudence ſhall cheriſh the wavering fire. 
Thus time ſhall glide on unperceiv'd in decay, 
Each night ſhall be bliſsful, and happy — ; 


Such a partner, grant heav'n, with my prayer O 


IJ comply! | 
Or a maid let me live, and a maid let me die. 


. SONG 


| 
| 
f 
| 
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SONG 3. 


H D Neptune, when firſt he took charge 


of the ſea, Ky 
Been as wiſe, or at leaſt been as merry as we, 


He'd have thought better on't, if inſtead of the brine = 


He'd have fill'd the vaſt ocean with generous wine. 


What traffickingthen would have been on the main 


For the ſake of liquor, as well as for gain | 
No fear then of tempeit, or danger of finking; 
The fiſhes ne er drown that are always a drinking. 
The hot thirſty ſun then would drive with more 
Secure in the ev ning of ſuch a repaſt; 

And when he'd got tipſy would have taken his nap 
With double the pleaſure in Thetis's lap. 

By the force of his rays, and thus heated with wine, 
Conſider how gloriouſly Phœbus would ſhine ; = 
What vaſt exhalations he'd draw up on high, 

To relieve the poor earth as it wanted ſupply. _ 


How happy us mortals when bleſs d with ſuch rain, 
To fill all our veſſels, and fill them again ö 


Nay, even the beggar that has ne er a diſh 


Might jump in the river, and drink like a fiſh. 
What mirth and contentment in e'ery one's brow, 
Hob, as great as a prince, dancing after the plow  - 
The birds in the air, as they play on the wing, 
Altho' they but ſip, would eternally fing. 

The ftars, who I think don't to drinking incline, 


Would friſk and rejoice at the fame of the wine; 
| B 2 And, 


8 4 
And, merrily twinkling, would ſoon let us know 
That they were as happy as mortals below. 
Had this been the caſe, what had we then enjoy'd, 
| Our ſpirits ſtill rifing, our fancy ne'er cloy'd! 
A pox then on Neptune, when 'twas in his power, 
'To ſlip, like a fool, ſuch a ſortunate hour. 
SONG 4. 
8 8 HE ſun in virgin luſtre ſhone, 
May morning put its beauties on, 

The warblers ſung in livelier train, 
And tweeter flow'rets deck'd the plain, 
And ſweeter flow'rets deck'd the plain, | 
When love, a ſoft intruding gueſt, { 
| That long had dwelt in Damon's breaſt, 
Now whitper'd, to the nymph away, 

For this is nature's holiday, 
For this is nature's holiday. 
The tender impulſe wing'd his haſte ; 
The painted mead he inſtant paſs'd, 


3 And toon the happy cot he gain'd, | } 
* Where beauty flept and ſilence reign'd, - i 


Where beauty, c., 

Awake, my fair, the ſhepherd cries, 
To new-born pleafure ope thine eyes: 
LE Ariſe, my Sylvia, hail the May, 


© For this is nature's holiday, | 
Por this, &c. 
Forth came the maid in beauty bright, 
As Phcebus in meridian light : | 


3 Entranc'd in rapture, all confeſs'd, 
© *The ſhepherd claſp'd her to his breaſt, 


1 


Then gazing with a ſpeaking eye, 


And hail you 


_ Conſent own'd nature's ſoft command, 
And Damon ſeiz'd her trembling hand, 
And Damon, SCS. 


3 ORE bright the ſun began to dawn, 


5 


He ſnatch'& a kiſs, and heav'd a figh; 
A melting figh, that ſeem'd to ſay, 
Conſider, youth's our holiday, 


_ Conſider, &c. 


| Ah! ſoſt ſhe ſaid, for pity's ſake ; 
What! kiſs me e'er I'm well awake 


For this ſo early came you here? 

2 the riſing year? 
And hail, c. 
Sweet innocence, oh, ceaſe to chide, 
We'll haſte to joy, the ſwain reply d; 
In pleafure's flow'ry fields we'll tray, 
And this ſhall be love's holiday, 
And this, &c. 
A crimſon glow warm'd o'er her cheek, 
She look'd the thing ſhe dar'd not ſpeak : 


His dancing heart in tranſport play d; 
To church he led the bluſhing maid, 
Then bleſs'd the happy morn of May; 
And now their life's 67d h 5 2 
And now, Se. 


SONG 5. Sung by A/ Stevenſon at Vauxhall, iſ 
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The merry birds to ſing; 
And flowrets dappled o'er the lawn, 
In all thz you of ſpring 


3 When 
; F 1 
5 <8 


"7 "0" "I 
When for a Wreath young Damon ſtray d, 
| And ſmiling to me brought it; 
Take this he cry'd, my deareſt maid, 
And who, aye who'd have thought it. 
I bluſh'd the preſent to receive, 
And 'd him o'er and o'er ; 
When ſoft he ſigh'd, bright fair forgive, 
I muſt have ſomething more 
One kind ſweet kiſs will pay me beſt, 
So earneſtly he ſought it ; 
I let him take it I — 
And who, aye who'd have thought it. 
A ſwain that woo'd with ſo much art, 
No nymph could long diſdain : 
A ſecret flame ſoon touch'd my heart, 
| And fluſh'd thro? every vein. 
" . *Twas love inſpir d the pleaſing change, 
From his my boſom caught it, 
 *Twas ſtrange indeed, twas paſſing ſtrange ; 
And who, aye who'd have thought it. 
Fark, Hymen calls, the ſhepherd ery d, 
* Let us my dear comply; 
We inſtant went with love our guide, 
3 And bound the nuptial tie: 
And ever ſince that happy day, 
3 As mutual warmth has taught it, 
& We-fondly kiſs, and fport, and play, - 
And who, aye who'd have thought it. 


SONG 6. 


FELL me, laſſes, have you ſeen, 
1 Lately waud'ring o er the green, 


BY — 


Beauty's 


2 

- 

* > 
rn... 


l 
Beauty's ſon, a little boy, 
Full of frolic, mirth, and joy ? 
If you know his ſhelter, ſay ; 
He's from Venus gone aſtray. 
Tell me, laſſes, have you ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the green ? 


By his marks the God you'll know: 
O'er his ſhoulder hangs a bow, 
And a quiver fraught with darts, 
Poiſon ſure to human hearts: 
Tho? he's naked, little, blind, 
He can triumph o'er the mind, 

gf Tell me, Cc. 


Subtle as the light'ning's wound, 
Is his piercing arrow found: 
While the boſom's heart it pains, 
No external marks remains : 
| + itſelf I, 
. Tell me, &c, 
Oft the urchin's ſeen to lie 
Baſking in the ſunny eye; 
Or his deftin'd prey he ſeeks 
On the maiden's roſy cheeks : 
Snowy breaſts, or curling hair, 
Oft conceal the pleaſing ſnare. 

| Tal me, &c 


She that the receſs reveals, * 
Where the god himſelf conceals, | 
Shall a kiſs receive this night, , 

From her heart's ſupreme delight; 


* I 
1 4 2 
* 
1 0 - q 
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3 : 
To Venus let her bring the boy, 

She ſhall taſte love's ſweeteſt joy. 

| | | Tell me, Sec 0 


SONG 7. 


T the brow of a hill a fair ſhepherdeſs dwelt, 

Who the pangs of ambition or love had ne'er 
felt 3 | | < | 

A few ſober maxims ſtill ran in her head, 


| That 'twas better to earn e'er ſhe eat her brown 


bread ; 
That to riſe with the lark was conducive to health, 
And to folks in a cottage contentment was wealth. 
Young R that liv'd in the valley below, 
Who A 2 and at market was rechoa's a beau, 
Wou'd oftentimes try o'er her heart to prevail, 
And reſt on his pitchfork to tell her his tale; 
Till his winning behaviour ſo wroughton her heart, 
That quite $ herſelf, ſhe ſuſpected no art. 
He flatter d, proteſted, he kneel'd, and implor'd, 
And wou'd lie with the grandeur and air of a lord; 
Fer eyes he commended with age well dreſt, 
And enlarg' d on the tortures he felt in his breaft 
With his fighs and his tears he fo ſoften'd her mind, 
That in downright compaſſion to love ſhe inclin'd. 
But as ſoon as he'd melted the ice of her breaſt, 
The heat of his paſſion that moment decreas'd ; 
And now he goes flaunting all over the vale, 
And boaſts of his conqueſt to Richard and Hal; 
Tho he ſees her but ſeldom, he's always in haſte, 
And whenever he mentions her, makes her his jeſt. 


11 
Take heed, ye young virgin's of Britain's fair iſle, 
How you venture your hearts for a look or a ſmile ; 
For youn Cage is artful, and virgins are frail, 
And you'll find a falſe Roger in every vale, 
as + 1 court you, and tempt you, will try all their 


But ab the laſs at the brow of the hill. 
SONG 8. Advice to the Ladies. 


= F ive, ye fair, nor take take it wrong, 
If ought too much I do: 
Permit me, while I give my ſong, 
To give a leſſon too, 
To give, &c. 5 
Let modeſty, that heav'n-born maid, 
Your words and actions grace: 
"Tis this, and only this, can add 
New luftre to your face, | 
Ne luſtre, &c. | 1 
"Tis this which paints the virgin's cheeks, 
Beyond the pow'r of art; B 
And ev'ry real bluſh beſpeaks | _ 
The goodneſs of the heart. _— 
This index of the virtuous mind | 
| Your lovers will adore; 

"Tis this will leave a charm behind, 
When bloom can charm no more. 
Inſpir'd by this, to idle men 

Wich nice reſerve behave; 
And learn by diſtance to maintain | 
The pow'r your beauty gave: * 


* 


\- 10 ] 
For this, when beauty muſt — 
Your empire will protect: 

The wanton pleaſes for a day, 
But ne'er creates reſpect. 


With this their ſilly jeſts reprove, 
When coxcombs dare intrude ; 
Nor think the man is worth your 8 
B 1 to be rude. * . 
our s when cheap will ever pall, 
They ſully with a touch; 
And tho' you mean to grant not all, 
| You often grant too much. 
But patient let each virtuous fair 
Expect the gen'rous youth, 
Whom heav'n has doom'd her heart to ſhare, 
And bleſs'd with love and truth; 
For him alone preſerve her hand, 
And wait the happy day, 
he with Juſtice can * 
And ſhe with joy obey. 


3 «ey g S O N G 9. 
. L long 1 deſpeir de young ſhepherd to 


Nor proud of his merit, nor falſe as the wind; 
» But at laſt I have got a dear lad to my mind? 
Oh! I nevercan part with my Willy: 

We hied to the altar laſt . | 

I bluſn d all the while, and ſcarce knew what to ſay; 

| But I'vow'd (I remember) to love and obey ; 


CI de apy leſs by my Willy? 


1 * , . 
* 
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2 | 


His breath is as fragrant as freſh-morning air ; 

His face than the roſe 1s more ruddy I ſwear ; 

And his kiſſes ſo ſweet, —oh, beyond all compare 
There is not ſuch a lad as my Willy. 

With him none pretends or to pipe or to play, 

But what tender ſoft things does the ſhepherd not 

Ws + 

| With eaſe, I am ſure, he might ſteal hearts away : 

| But I'll never diſtruſt thee, dear Willy. 


When I droop'd all in pain, and hung down my 
head, 

How kindly he watch'd me! what tears did he ſhed 

| He ne'er left me a moment till ſickneſs was fled : 

Can I ever forget thee, dear Willy ? 


Should death from my fight tear the ſhepherd ſo true, 


Let him take (if he chooſes) then me away too; 
For why ſhould I tarry, or what ſhould I do, 
Should I loſe ſuch a lad as my Willy. 


SONG 8 


Lexis, a pretty young ſwain, 
To court me comes many a mile; 


I bid him make haſte back again, 
"Tho? I wiſh him to ſtay a great while; "of 

With all by which love is expreſt, 5 1 

| He ſtudies my heart to beguile; © 

I wiſh him ſucceſs I proteſt, 

But I tell him hell wait a great while, 

He brought me a noſegay to day, , 
And — 'twas more Saks OD: 

I took it 1 ſafely can fay, + 

And I n not aſk «great ente, 


at 
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1 1 
He begg d me to grant him a kiſs, 
So earneſt he made me to ſmile, 
Have done, I cry'd; ſie, tis amiſs, 
But I wiſh'd it to laſt a great while. 

He tells me I ought to be kind, 

That time all my beauties will foil, 

I croſs him tho” quite of his mind, 

For I love him to talk a great while ; 

I think ſuch ſweet things he has ſaid, 
My coyneſs at laſt he will ſpoil; 
And when he once aſks me to wed, 

F Oh! I'll not live a maid a great while. 


SONG 11. 


O, role, my Chloe's boſom grace; 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envy'd place 
With never-fading love ; 
There Phcoenix-like, beneath her eye 
| JInvolv'd in fragrance burn and die 
E Know, hapleſs flow'r, that thou ſhalt find 
More fragrant roſes there ; 
I fee thy withering head reclin'd 
F With euvy and deſpair. 
One common fate we both muſt prove, 
You die with envy, I with love, 


D dimpled brook, and fountain brim, 

3 The wood - nymphs deck'd with daiſies trim, 
HI beir merry wakes and paſtimes keep ; | 
+ What has night to do with ſleep? 5 


* 


. 
Night has better ſweets to prove; 

Venus now wakes, and wakens love: 

Come, let us our rites begin, 


Tis only day- light that makes fin. 
8 ON G 13. Callin and Phabe. 


D ſtill, O ye winds, and attentive ye ſwains, 
B "Tis Phcebe invites and replies to my ſtrains: 
The ſun never roſe on, ſearch all the world thro”, 
A ſhepherd ſo bleſt, or a fair one ſo true, 
A ſhepherd ſo bleſt, &e. 
She. [chrong, 
Glide ſoftly ye ſtreams, O 25 nymphs round me 
"Tis Collin commands, and enlivens my ſong ; 
Search all the world over, you never can find 
A maiden ſo bleſt, or a ſhepherd ſo kind. 

| Cuno us. | | 
"Tis love, like the ſun, that gives light to the year, 
The ſweeteſt of bleſſings that life can endear ; * 
Our pleaſures it heightens, drives ſorrow away, 
Gives joy to the night, and enlivens the day. 


He. 

With Phceve beſide me, all nature looks gay, 
And winter's bleak months are as pleaſant as May ; 
Theſummer's gay verdure, ſtill ſprings as ſhe treads, 
And linnets and.nightingales ſing thro” che meas. 
She, 1 

When Collin is abſent, tis winter all round, 

How faint is the ſunſhine, how barren the ground! 
Inſtead of the linnet's and nightingale's ſong, 

I hear the hoarſe —_— croak all the daylong. 


CuorUs, 7 


E 1 
Cuno kus. Tis love, &c. 
| os He. Y 
Oeer hill, dale, and valley, my Phœbe and TI 
J Together will wander, and love ſhall be by: 
Her Collin ſhall guard her ſafe all the long day, 
| And Phcebe at night all "ny pains ſhall repay. 
t' By moonlight, when ſhadows glide over the plain, 
His kiſſes ſhall chear me, his arms ſhall ſuſtain ; 
The dark-haunted grove I can trace without fear, 
And ſleep in a church-yard if Collin is near. 
Cuorus. Tis love, Sc. 
5 He. 1 5 
Ye erds that wanton it over the plain, 
| How fleeting yourtranſports ! how laſting yourpain? 
Inconſtancy ſhun, 2nd reward the kind ſhe, 
And learn to be happy 1 Phcebe and me. 


Ye nymphs who the pleaſure of love never try'd, 

= Attend to my ftrains, and take me for your guide; 
Four hearts keep from pride, and inconſtancy free, 
And learn to be happy from Collin and me. 


Cnoxus. *Tis love, &c. 
SONG 14. 

T) LEST as th' immortal gods is he, 
The youth that fondly fits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while 
= Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile. 
as this bereav'd my ſoul of reſt, 
= And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt; 


4 
» * * 5 
A 
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E 
For while I gaz'd, in tranſports toſt, 
My breath was gone, my voice was loft ! 
My boſom glow'd, the ſubtle flame 
Ran quick, thro' all my vital frame; 
O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 
In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd ; 
My feeble pulſe forgot to play ; 
1 fainted, ſunk, and dy'd away. 
ez. 
ICK of the town, at once I flew T0 
'To Contemplation's rural ſeat ; 
Adieu, ſaid I, vain world, adieu, - 
Fools only ſtudy to be great E 8 
The book, the lamp, the hermit's cell, 
The moſs-grown roof, and matted floor, 
All theſe I had, —'twas mighty well, 
But yet I wanted ſomething more. 
Back to the buſy world, again 
I ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary pain 
_ Cds of ns ad es of ain: 
Gay ſcenes of grandeur ev'ry hour, 
By turns my fickle fancy fill; 
The world ſeem's all within my pow'r, 
But yet I wanted ſomething ſtill. 
Cities and groves by turns were try d, 
"Twas all, ye fair, an idle tale; 
Czlia at length became a bride, 2 
A bride to Damon of deve. 
: 2 | 


1 N 
All nature ſmil'd, the gloom was cheer d, 

Damon was kind, I can't tell how, 
Each place a paradiſe appear d, 
And Cælia wanted nothing now. 
Iſtaken fair, lay Sherlock by, 
| His doctrine is deceiving ; 
| why Se des us to die, 

Nile cheats us of our living. 

To die's a leſſon we ſhall know 
Too ſoon without a maſter ; 
Then let us only ſtidy now 
How we may live.the faſter. 
| To live's to love, to bleſs, be bleſt 
With mutual inclination ; 
Share then my ardour in your breaſt, 
And kindly meet my paſhon. 
But if thus bleſs'd I may not live, 
$3 And pity you deny, 5 
= To me at leaſt your Sherlock give, 

| *Tis I muſt learn to die. 


=o 33 of Pattie's — 5 
== . In ſpite of all my ka, Us 
Hath ſtole my heart away: 


When tedding of the hay 

: x are-headed on the II, 
Love midſt her locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her een. 
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3 1 
Her arms white, round, and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their dawn. 
To age it would give youth 
| To preſs them with his hand 
'Thro' all my ſpirits ran 
An extaſy of bliſs, 
When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 
NM Without the help of art, 
Like flow'rs that grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, 
Whene' er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd . 
Her looks they were ſo mild, 
Pree from affected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd, 
Il wiſh'd her for my bride. 
Ohl! had 1 all the wealth „ 
HFoptoun's high mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long life and health, 
5-4 on — at my will; 
. -F'> —— and fulfil, 
That none but bonny ſhe, 
The laſs of Pattie's mill, | 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame with me. 


 $ONG 18. 


| STREPHON., | „„ 

T TAVE you not ſeen the morning ſun 
Peep over yonder hill? 

Then have you ſeen my Chloe's charms 4 

At beſt but painted ill. 2 

* "+ CoLLin. 


1 
on Colin. 
| Have you not ſeen 4 butterſl, 
With colours bright and gay ? 
Then have you deen a thing Jes fine 
TING HOY WIS 9: ray: 
STREPHON. 
The roſe, you'll ſay, of all the ſield 
Can boaſt the lovelieſt hue; 
But to compare with Chloe's cheeks, 
It wants the lilly too. 
As I ſat by her on the plain, 
And talk'd the hours away, 
She breath'd ſo ſweet, I thought myſelf 
In fields of new-mow'd hay. 
Col. LIx. 6 
Not the ſweet fragance breath'd from cows 
With Molly can compare ; 
And when ſhe 7 Sy the lining ſwains 
Stand filent round to hear. 
She ſaid, as ſhe was walking once 
Along the ſhady grove, 
There's none but Collin Molly loves, 
And will for ever love. —O 
STREPHON. 
Believe not, friend, a woman's word, 
i Or you are much to blame ; | 
For tother night, behind the elms, 
E She ſwore to me the ſame. 
I CoLLIN. 
E Yet I'll believe your Chloe's word, 
As on my breaſt ſhe laid; 
| This Strephon is fo dull à clown, 
He! think me ſtill a maid. 


SONG 


1291 
SONG 1g. Te Entruvy. 


Hloe, be wiſe, no more ex me, 
Skght not my love at ſuch a rate; 
Should I your ſcorn return, twill vex you, 
Love, muck abus d, will turn to hate. 
How can fo lovely fair a creatare, 
Part on the looks of cold diſdain ? 
Women were firſt deſign' d by nature 
To give a pleaſure, not a pain. 


Kindneſs creates a flame that's laſting, 
When other cbarms are fled away; 

Think then the time we now are waſting, 
Throw off thoſe frowns, and love obey. 


SONG 20. Robin's Complaint. 


ID ever ſwain a nymph adore, 
As I ungrateful Nanny do ? 
Was ever ſhepherd's heart fo fore, 
Or ever broken heart ſo true? 
My cheeks are fwell'd with tears ; but ſhe 
Has never wet a cheek for me. 
If Nanny call'd, did e'er I ſtay? 
Or linger, when ſhe bid me run? 
She only had the word to ſay, 8 
And all ſhe wiſh'd was quickly done. 
F always think of her; but ſhe 
Does near beſtow a thought on me. 


To let her cows my clover taſte, 
_* Have not roſe by break of day? 
Did ever Nanny's heifers faſt, =_ 
If Robin in kis barg kad hay? The 


[ 20] 

Tho' to my fields they welcome were, 
I ne'er was welcome yet to her. 

If ever Nanny loſt a ſheep, 

I cheerfully did Bye her two; 

And I her lambs did ſafely keep, 

Within my folds in froſt and ſnow: 
Hare they not there from cold been free? 
But Nanny ſtill is cold to me. 

When Nanny to the well did come, 
Tas I that did her pitchers fill; 
Full as they were, I brought them home; 
Her corn I carry'd to the mill: 
| My back did bear the ſack ; but ſhe 
Will never bear the fight of me. 
To Nanny's poultry oats I gave; 
I'm ſure, they always had the beſt: 
Within this week her pigeons have 
Eat up a peck of peas, at leaſt. 
Her little pig-ons kiſs ; but ſhe 
' Will never take a kiſs from me. 
Muſt Robin always Nanny wooe, 
And Nanny ſtill on Robin frown * 
Alas, poor wretch! what ſhall I do, 
Tf Nanny docs not love me ſoon ? 
If no relief to me ſhe'll bring, 
III hang me in her apron-ſtring. 


| SONG 21. The Lucky Minute, 
1 S Chloris, full of harmleſs thought, 


4 Beneath a willow lay, EE 
Kind Love a youthful ſhepherd brought, 

bt a . 7 i 
Jo paſs the time away, 


L211 
Nr bſuſh'd to be encounter d (&,. ' 
And chid. che am' rous ſwam; 
Bt, as the ſtrove to rife and go, 
He pull'd hes down again 
& fudder paſſion ſeia d her heart, 


t a pulſe in ev'ry part, 
That cagquer and forprize ? 
Shave no po tw riſe. 
She faiuting: ſpoke; and hw 
For fear fe: fuk coal; > 
Key lovely exes her heart betray, 
| And gave her tongur the ne OE 
Thas the, who priaces had deny W. 
With all tein pong and tain,” 
And yielded ta the fraim 


SONG 22. 1 Re. Set by Mr. Arn 4 
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Cc * 4 rag .Y 
She”; 2 charms my * 


| Witlr her mien fie enamours the brave 3 
She's every way pleafing to me. 
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[22] 
When Paridel tries in the dance, 
Some Favour with Phillis to find, 
Oh! how with one trivial glance E 
Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind f 
In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, 
And his crook is beſtudded around; 
And his pipe — oh! may Phillis beware 
Of a magic there is in its ſound. 
Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 
: So Phillis the trophy deſpiſe: ,, 
Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, 
| So they ſhine not in Phillis's eyes. 
The language that flows from the heart, 
Is a ſtranger to Paridel's tongue; 
Vet may ſhe beware of his Art, 
Or ſure I muſt envy the ſong. 


SONG 23. Sung at Vauxhall. 
Oung Jockey, who teaz d me a twelve- month 


1 or more 

. * is than was 2 4 
He whiſpers ſuch things as no virgin „ 
And he preſſes my el can't bear. 
And he preſſes my lips, Ic. 

E- With ſtories of love he would ſoften my mind, 
And his eyes ſpeak a temper to miſchief inclin' d; 
© But I vow not a moment [I'll truſt him alone, 

And when next he grows rude I will bid him begone. 
ot honour and truth not a word has he ſpoke, 
© And his actions declare he thinks virtue a ng 


” 80 | , 
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5 [ 23] ö 
He ſhall find his miſtake, if he ventures to try; '2 
For, than yield on ſuch terms, oh! Irather would die. 
With no creature beſide he ſuch freedom dare take: 
Vet the handſome and witty he quits for my ſake: 
But how can I think that he loves me the beſt, 
Or how can I love him who'd break all my reſt ] 


Ohl jockey, reform, nor be fooliſh again, 
Leſt you loſe a fond heart you ſhall never regain : 
It you change your behaviour, and to church chuſe 
to go, 
I' forgive all that's paſt, and will never ſay no. 


SONG 24. Sung at Ranelagh. 


TO take in good part the ſqueeze of the hand, 
| That language of lovers who dare not de- 1 
| mand, 4 
And when With anather as Cloſe and as dear, 
You've made him believe his happineſs near ; 4 
| You've made him believe his happineſs near; 
Ihen toò tell him a tale, then to tell him a tale, 
Then to tell him atale of a cock and a bull, 4 
That you meant no ſuch ching, but was - 9 
ing the fool. 0 
That you meant no ſach thing, Cc. 


The tread on the toe to admit and be free, 
And ſtrait to reply with the toe repartee; ./ | 
To expreſs with your eyes your inward deſires, 4 
And thus with full hope to kindle love s fires; F 

Then to tell him a tale, &c. ? 


When he wants todiſcloſe what he dares a reveal; 
V hen he looks very ry ly and means a great deal ; 
When : ” 


| I 24 3 
When he thinks (if cer thinking ſhould enter hs 
brain) 
You'll now granthis wiſh, cke eaſe of his pain.; 
' "Then to tell him a tale, c. 185 
To let him, . enraptur d. proceed an a0 bli;; 
' 'To ſuffer the ſnatch or the theft of à kifs.; 
When coyneſs retreating unwillingly flies.; 
When tighs anſwer murmurs, and. eyes talk to eye: 
| Then to tell him a tale, Ac. 


SONG 25. To Delia. 


OFT pleafing pains, unknown before, 
My beating boſom feels, =, 
When I behold the bliſsful bow'r, 
Where deareſt Delia dwells. 
"That way I daily drive my flock ; 
Ahl happy, happy vale! 
"There look and vol. and while d:look 
My ſighs increaſe the gale. | 
My ſighs increaſe the gale. 
Sometimes at midnight 1 do 'ftrav,, 
Beneath mclement ſkies, | 
And there my true devotion pay. 
To Deha's fleep-ſeal'd eyes: 
So pious pilgrims nightly roam, 
Wich * ok . 12 
To kifs alone the clay. cold tomb, 
Of ſome lov'd fav rite faint. 
O tell, ye ſhades that fold my fair, 
And all my bliſs contain, 
Ah! why ſhould ye thoſe bleſſings ſhave, 
For xhich I Bob in vain: | 


Bur 


T 25 ] 

But let me not at fate repine, 
And thus my griefs ampart ; 

She's net your tenant; — ſhe is. not mine ; 
Fler manſion 1 is my heart. 5 


SONG 26. On the Merriage-47. 


HE fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride; 
For.riches, like hg-leaves, their nakedneſs 

hide: 
The ave that is poor muſt ſtarve all his life, 
In a batchelor's bed, without miſtreſs or wife. 
Ja good days of yore, chey ne er troubled their heads 
In ſettling of jointures, or making of deeds; 
But Adam and Eve when they firſt enter d the courſe, 
Een toalc one another, for better, for worſe. 


Then prythee, dear Chloe, ne er aim tobe great, 
Let love be thy jointure; ne er mind an eſtate: 
Loa can never be poor, who enjoy all thoſe charms, 
And I ſhall. be rich, when T've yon in my arms. 


SONG 27. Sung & Randlagh. 


A* SIS T me, all ye tuneful nine, 
With numbers ſoſt and witty ; ; 
To Beſſy I inſcribe the line; 
Then raiſe my humble ditt: 

To Befly, c. 
Catch, catch, ye groves, che nia 225 
And, as ye wat the ſound along. 

Attend, ye liſt ning {ylvan throng, 
To praiſe my charming Befly, 
My lovely charming _ 


261 

Let others ſing the cruel fair, 

Who glories in undoing. 
And proudly bids the wretch deſpair, 


Rejoicing in his ruin. 
Such haughty tyrants I deteſt ; 
And let me ſcorn them, while I reſt 
Upon thy gently. ſwelling breaſt, 
My lovely charming Beſſy. 

The roſe I'll pluck, to deck her head, 
The vrlet, and the panſy ; 
The cowllip too ſhall quit the mead, 
To aid my am'rous fancy : 
Ve fragrant ſiſters of the ſpring, 
Who ſhed your ſweets on Zephyr's wing, 
Around my fair your odours fling, 
Around my charming Beſſy. 
When ev'ning dapples o'er the Kies, 
The fun no longer burning, 
| Methinks I ſee before my eyes 
Thy well-known form returning. 
Oi'er hill or dale, by wood or ſtream, 
Thou art alone my conſtant theme, 
My waking wiſh, my morning dream, 
Thou lovely charming Beſſy. 


SONG 28. 
Y Florio, wildeſt of his ſex, 


(Who ſure the verieſt ſaint would vez) | 


From, beauty roves to beauty ; 
Yet, tho' abroad the wanton roam, 


Whene'er he deigns to ſtay at home, 
He always minds his duty. 


4. 


Somer 


( 27] 
Something to every charming ſhe, 
In W * prodigality, 
e's granting ſtill and granting, 
To Phyllis that, to Chloe this, 
And every madam, every miſs; 
Yet I find nothing wanting. 
If haply I his will diſpleaſe, 5 
Tempeſtuous as the autumnal ſeas 
fle foams and rapes ever; 
But when he ceaſes from his ire, 
I cry, ſuch ſpirit, and ſuch fire, 
Is ſurely wond'rous clever. 


J ne'er want reaſqn to complain; 
But ſweet is pleaſure after pain, 
And every joy grows greater. 
Then truſt me, damſels, whilſt I tell, 
1 ſhould not like him half ſo well, 
If I cou'd make him better. 


| SONG 29. 


Na more of my Harriot, of Polly no more, 
Nor all the bright beauties that charm'd 
me ; — | 
My heart for a ſlave to gay Venus I've fold, 
And barter'd my freedom for ringlets of-gald : 
I'll throw down my pipe, and neglect all my flocks, 3 
And will ſing to my laſs with the golden locks. 
Thoꝰ o'er her white forchead the gilt treſſes flow, 
Like the rays of the ſun on a hillock of fnow ; 
Such painters of old drew the queen of the fair, 
"Tis the taſte of Wr tis claſſical _ 1 


- 
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Ard tho v ĩtlingo may fcoft;and tio vailſery mocks, 
Ver FF fing to my laſs with the- golden eko. 


To live ant w love; to-converfe and he free, 
Ts loving, my charmer, and living with thee x | 
Away go — hours in Riſſes and rhime, 


Spite of alt the grave lectures of old father Time; 
A fig for his dials, his watches and clocks, 
He's beſt fpent with the lafs of the golden locke. 


Than the fwan in the brook ſhe"s more dear to my 


13 fight, 


Her mien is more ffately, ker breaff is morewhite,,” 
Her ſweet lips are rubies, all rubies above, 
n or labour of Ve; 
At the park in the play in the bor, 
1 aſs bears the bel with her gelben leck. 
Her beautiful eyes, as they roll or —_— 
Shall de g re OE ny wor: 
'ſooth: mx 


| 8 nd heart, and 
: pain, 
While thouſands of rivals are fighing in vain ; 


Let them rail at the friit they can't reach, like the, 
1 Wiki That the as with the golden lock. * 


— SONG 


eee 

* & By cuſtom forc'd, muſt needs deny, 

By euſtom fore d, muſt needs deny; 

| A 
2 am bid, 

And if I fraile, 2 — and chid, 

And if I mile, am ſaubb'd and chid.; | 

. _Who'd live at ſuch a rate * Sinee 
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Since the N 's above, 
And Cupid, 22 
Decreed us ſor each other: 
Let Hymen light his torch, I dare 
Be thine without a bluſh or fear, 
To imitate my mother. 


SONG 31. Sung at Ranelagh. 
ELL met, pretty nymph, ſays a Jolly 
- young ſwain, , 5 
To a beautiful ſnepherdeſs croſſing the plain; 
Why ſo much in haſte? (now the month it was May) 
Shall I venture to aſk you, fair maidey, which way? 
Then ftrait to this queſtion the nymph did reply, 
(Wich a ſmile on her look and a leer in her eye) 
I am come from the village, and homeward I go-- 
And now, gentle ſhepherd, pray why would yow 
V i 
I hope, pretty maid, you won't take it amiſs 
— * I tel te * of — you this; | E 
I would ſee you ſafe home, (the ſwain was in love! 
Of ſuch a companion if you would'approve:: .' -# 
Your offer, kind ſhepherd, is civil, Io Wu, 
But ſee no great danger in going alone; 
Nor yet can I hinder, the road being free, 1 
For one as another; for you, ar for me. 
No danger in going alone it is true, 
But yet a companion is pleaſanter too- | | 
And if you — like (now the ſw in he took heart 


Such a ſweetheart as me, we never would part: 
Oh! that's a long word, ſaid the ſhepherdeſs then 
Tre often heard ſay, there's nominding you men 2 1 
15 Dp; Tau 
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vou · l ſay and unſay, and you'll latter, tis true 
Then leave a young maiden the firft thing you do. 


Oh! judge not fo harſhly, n , 
To prove what ey, } will make you my bride. x 
To-morrow the parion (well faid _ "ay 

Shall join both our hands, and makeoneofns twain. 
Now what the nymph enfare'@ wekia haat hi; 5 
The very next morn to be ſure they were wed- 

Sing hey diddle, ho didele, hey diddle down, 
O! when ſhall we fee ſuch a wedding in town. 


SONG 32. The Bonny Broom. 


OW blythe was I each morn, to ſee 
My fwain come o'er the hill, 
He leap'd the brook, and flew to me, 


: R. e 
e m at night, 
And cheer'd Z 
O che broom, the bouny boany broom, 
E Where loſt was my repoſe: 

| I with 1, was with my dear frain, 
4 WEI mes and my ewes. 


43 He tun'd his pipe and reed fo feet, 
N birds „er . =Y | 
ns Syn qo nts 


3 s melody: 

| wie a x ere or by turns, 
{ Betwixt our flocks and play, 

J envy'd not the faireft dame, 

Tho' e er fo rich and gay. 


0 the broom, Ec. 


+ He flole my 


F bolt, and gay, 


[xz] 
ev'ry hour, 

at Eaithfut be; | 

hatot, could. I refule 
Whatc'es he z:E'4 'of me 2 

Hard fate that J maſi banifhd be, 


He dd obb 
Could 1 


SONG 32 The bc. 


L s. — | 


All charms I ſhe 


cry'd I, and 


S ©» 


alone) 

Was fo much ſweetneſs made for one? 
But 
I in my car 

She heard, and raisd me from her feet, 

And ſeem'd to glow with equal heat; 

Like heav'n, too expres, 

M jor» coold be bus Mnoern by geek CG 

Ah fool, ſaid I, what have I done —— 
To wiſh her made for more than one. „ 


But long I had not been in view, 


| Before her eyes their beams withdrew z | 


E'er I had reckon'd half her —_— 
She ſunk into another's Arms. 
But ſhe that once could faithleſs be 


Will favour him no more than me; 4 He 


* [32] 
He too will find himſelf undone, . 


And that ſhe was not made for one. 


SONG 34. Sung*at Vauxhall. 
H fatal ſhafts unerring move, 
T bow before thine altars, Love 

I feel thy ſoft reſiſtleſs flame 5 
Glide ſwift thro? all my vital frame. 
I feel thy ſoft, Wc. 

For while I gaze my boſom glows, 
My blood, in tides, impetuous flows ; 
Hope, fear, and joy, e rl, 

And | floods of tranſports whelm my ſoul. 
My fault'ring tongue attempts in vain 
In ſoothing murmurs to complain; 
My tongue ſome ſecret magic ties, 
My murmurs fink in broken ſighs. 
Condemn'd to nurſe eternal care, 
And ever drop the filent tear; 
Unheard I mourn, unknown 1 figh, 
VUnfriended live, unpity'd die. 


SONG 35. 
W 


adorn, 


HEN Phœbus the tops of the hills does 


How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn ! 
When the antled ſtag is rous'd with the ſound, 
Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground; 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain : 


But ſtill we purſue, 
And now come in view 


Of the glorious game, 


3 [SF g 
Ok f fee, Bow again he rears up hi Bead. 4 
And winged fear, he redoubles his fpeed. 

_ But, ab dis in vain! lis im vam that ke hes, 
His eyes loſe the huntſman; his ears loſe the-eries; 

Yor now his ſtrength fails kim, he heavily tries, 
And he — pan | 
"Till vit well. ſcenting hounds ſurroundxd Re dies. 
Fantaron— Tantaren be dies. h 
SONG 3. 
The gales that feep along the mead}, 
The ſoften'd rocks ance ſorro knew, 
F 
fiphing trees, in every grove,, 

Hare pity, if they Rave not love. 

And every foft ſenſation know | - 

ay A. thee, fome mercy ſhows. 4 

pity. if you feors 1” approve, -; 8 

Have pity, it — love, „ ; 4 


SORG 37. The Baſhfu? Lover. 


HILST' I gaze ow Chloe trembling, 

| Strait her eyes my fate declare: 

When ſhe ſmules, I fear diflembling ; 
When ſhe fromns. I then deſpair. 

Jealous of ſome rival lover, 
If a wand ring look ſhe give, 

Fain I would reſolve ts leave her, 
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Why ſhould I conceal my paſſion, 
Or the torments I endure? . 
III diſcloſe my inclination ; 
- Awful diſtance yields no cure. 
Sure it is not in her nature 
To be cruel to her ſlave ; 
$he is too divine a creature, 
To deſtroy what ſhe can fave. 
Happy's he whoſe inclination 
Warms but with a gentle heat, 
Never mounts to raging paſſion ; 
' Love's a torment, if too great. 
When the ſtorm is once blown over, 
Soon the ocean quiet grows; 
But a conſtant faithful lover 
Seldom meets with true repoſe. 


SONG 38. 
O heave her white boſom, and roll her-black 


& | : 
At each ſprightly ſhepherd that ever paſt by, 
Myriills h Sth art: me a 
Yet chaſte was her ſoul, and no harm ſhe deſign'd, 
de! of youth to ſuch frolics inclin d, 
ſpoke her a wanton at heart. 
Each ſwain of the village, by turns, made addreſs; 
She flatter'd them more, while ſhe loved them lefs, 
Till Damon once dropt in her way: | 
The firſt dart of love was ſhot full from his eyes; 
It enter'd her heart; and no more could diſguiſe 
Prevent her from falling his prey. 
A Her 
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Wer boſom, that often had panted in ſport, _ 
With tremors was ſtruck of an uncommon forty, 
Good-nature ſmil'd over her brow : 
For modeſty always to merit will yield; 
While folly by truth ſhall bg chac'd from the field ; 
And virgins this leflon ſhould know. 


SONG 39. 


E L L met Dorinda, why fo gay, | 
With ſuch embroid'ry, fringe, and lace? 
| _ gy dreſſes find a way 
proaches of decay, — 

four gl a ruin'd face ? 
wk thou ſtill ſparkle in the box, 

And ople in the ring? 
Can'f thou forget thy age and pox ? 
Can all that ſhines on ſhells and rocks 
Make thee 2 fine young thing ? 
So have I ſeen in larder dark 

Of veal a lucid loin, 


R with many a brilliant f. by 
— philoſophers remark, park, 1 
At once both ſtink and ſhine. 


SONG 40. the Deena 


F all my experience how vaſt the amount, 
O n z winters I fairly can count f 1 


Was ever a damned fo tally betray'd, = 

| T's live to theſe years, and yet fill be a maid ? q 

Ye heroes triumphant, by land and by fea, | 

5 . Sworn vot'ries to _ but unmindful of me ; 


. 


# 


1351 
You can ſtorm a Hrong fort, orcan form a blockade 
Yetye ſtand by, like —— —— 


Ye lawyers ſo juſt, who with flippery tongue, 
Credo what youpleaſe,orwithright,orwithwrong, 
Can itibe, or by law or by equity fai 

That abuxom — vs 194 to die an. ald maid? 
Ve learned phyſicians, whoſe excellent fill 
Can ſave, or demoliſh, can cure, -or can kill, 

"To a poor, forlorn damſel contribute your aid, 
Who is ſick—very fick—of remaining a maid. 


ve fops, 1 invoke; not-to lift te my Jong, 

Who anſwer no end and 3 . 
Ve echoes of echoes, and ſhadows of ſhade — 
For if I had yan— I might ſtill be a maid. . 


SONG xr. © 


ROM Iweet bewitching tricks of love 

E F Young men your hearts ſecure, 

Leſt rms the Paths of ſenſe you rove, 
1adotage premature, 
I.ook .at each Is thro' wifdom's glaſs, 
Ner truſt the naked eye: 

Gallants beware, look fharp, take care, 

The blind cat many a fly, 

The blind eat many a fy. 
Not on their hands and necks, 
_— The rrow'd white youll find: 
| £ Some belles, When intereſt directs, 
U even paint the mind, Sc. 

Joey in diſtreis they can exprets, e 

Their very tears can lye : GT 


Gallant _ „De. Ta 


e e 


_ Yo RD 
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There's not a « 5" in the realm 
But all mankind can cheat, 
Down to the cottage trom the helm, 
The learn'd, the brave, the great, Cc. 
With lovely looks, and golden hooks, 
17 intangle us they try: 
Gallants beware, &c. 4] 
Could we with ink the ocean fill, 
Was earth of parchment made ; 
Was ev'ry ſingle ſtick a quill, 
Each man a ſcribe by trade, &c, 
To write the tricks of half the ſex 
Would tuck that ocean dry: 
Gallants beware, c. | 


775 SONG 42. 6 
THEN here, I. uoinda, firſt we came, 
Where Arno rolls his f:lver tream, 


How briſk the nymphs, the ſwains how gay! 5 


Content inſpir'd each rural lay: 
The birds in livelier concert ſung, & 
The grapes in thicker cluſters hung! © - 
All, look'd as joy could never fall, 
Among the ſweets of Arno's vale. 
But fince the good Palæmon died, 
The chief of ſhepherds, and their pride, 
Now Arno's ſons muſt all give place 
To northern men an iron race: 

The taſte of pleaſure now is o'er, ' 
Thy notes, Lucinda, pleaie no more; 
The muſes droop, the Gotbs prevail; 
Adicgahe ſweets of — rale 


as. 
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SONG 43. 
OVE's a gentle gen'rous paſſion, 
.&_, Source of all ſublime delights, 
Which with mutual inclination 
Two fond hearts in one unites, 
Two fond hearts, &c. 

What are titles, pomp, or riches, 
If compar'd with true content ? 
That falſe joy which now bewitches 
When obtain'd we may repent. 

Lawleſs paſſion brings vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant love 
Is 1 4* emulation 
the bliſsful ſtate above. 


80 NG 441. 


TY time, O ye muſes! was happily ſpent, 

' | When hebe went with me wherever I wcnt ; 

en thouſand ſoft pleaſures I felt in my breaſt : 
Sure, never fond ſhepherd like Colin was bleſt ! 
But now ſhe is gone, and has left me behind, 

What a m change on a ſudden I find ? 

When things were as fine as could poſſibly be, 
I thought 'twas the ſpring ; but alas ! it was ſhe. 
With ſuch a companion, to tend a few ſheep, 
To riſe up and play, or to lay down and fleey, 

I was fo good-humour'd, ſo chearful and gay, 

My heart was as light as a feather all day. 

But noy I ſo croſs and fo peeviſh am grown, 

20 ſtrangely uncaſy as never was known; 


gm a * 
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My fair one is gone, and my joys are all drown'd, 
And my heart—] am ſure it weighs more than a 
pound. „ 
The fountain that wont to run ſweetly along, 
And dance to ſoft murmurs the pebbles among, 
Thou know'ſt, little Cupid, if Phebe was there 
"Twas pleaſure to look at, twas muſic to hear: 
But now ſhe is abſent, I walk by its fide, 
And, ſtill as it murmurs, do nothing but chide : 
Muſt you be ſo chearful, while I go in pain ? 
Peace there with your bubbling, and hear me com- 
plain, | 
When my lambkins around me would oftentimes 
lay, | 
And when Phebe and I were as joyful as they, 
How pleaſant their ſporting, how happy the time, 
When ſpring, love, and beauty were all in their 
prime? Oo 5 
But — in their frolicks when by me they paſs, 
I fling at their fleeces an handful of graf 
Be ſtill then, I cry, for it makes me quite mad, © 
To ſee you ſo merry, while I am fo ad. 8 
My dog I was ever well - pleaſed to ſee 
Come wagging his tail to my fair one and me; 
And Phebe was pleas'd too, and to my dog ſaid, 
Come hither, poor fellow; and patted his head. 
But now, when he's fawning, I with. a ſour look 


Cry, Sirrah ; and give him à blow with my crook ; 
And I'll give him another; for why ſhould not Tray 
Fe as dull as his maſter, when Pheb:'s away? 
When walking with Phebe, what fights have I ſeen? 
. e Watt ann.. * ? 
92 5 2 What 


[ 40 ] 
What a lovely appearance the trees and the ſhade, 
The corn- fields and hedges, and ev'ry thing made? 
But fince ſhe has left me, tho' all are ſtill here, 
They none of em now ſo delightful appear: 
Twas nought but the magic, I find, of her eyes 
Made ſo many beautiſul proſpects ariſe. 


Sweet muſic went with us both all the wood thro”, 
The lark, linnet, throſtle, and nightingale too; 
Winds over us whiſper'd, flocks by us did bleat, 
And chirp went the graſhopper under our feet. 
Bur now ſhe is abſent, tho? ſtill they ſing on, 
The woods are but lonely, the meludy's gone: 
Her voice in the conſort, as now I have found, 
Gave every thing elle its agreeable ſound. 


Roſe, what is become of thy delicate hue ? 

And where is the vi let's beauciiul blue? 

Does ought of its ſweetneſs the bloſſom beguile ? 
That meadow, thoſe daifies, why do they not {mile ? 
Ah ! rivals, I fee what it was that you dreſt 
And made yourſelves fine for a place in her breaſt: 
You put on your colours to pleaſure her eye, 
To be pluek'd by her hand, on her boſom to die. 


How ſlowly time creeps, till my Phebe return? 
While amidſt the ſoftZephyr's cool breezes I burn; 
Methinks, if I knew where-about he would tread, 
I could breathe on his wings, and *twould melt 
down the lead. 
Fly ſwiftly, ye minutes, bring hither my dear, 
And reſt fo much longer for't, when ſhe is here. 
Ah, Collin! old time is full of delay, 
Nor will budge dhe foot fafter for all thou can'ſt ſay. 


Win 


1 
Will no pitying power that hears me complain, 
Or cure my diſquiet, or ſoften my pain ? 

To be cur'd, thou muſt, Collin, thy patiion remove; 
But what ſwain is ſo filly to live without love? 
No, Deity, bid the dear nymph to return, - 

For ne'er was poor ſhepherd io ſadly forlorn. 
Ah ! what ſhall I do? I ſhall die with deſpai, 
Take heed, all ye ſwains, how you love one ſo fair. 


SONG 45. 


WEET are the charms of her J love, 
More fragrant than the damaſt roſe ; 
Soft as the down of turtle-dove, 
Gentle as air when Zephyr blows ; 
Refreſhing as deſcending rains 
To ſun-burnt climes and thirſty plaing 
True as the necdle to the pole, | 
Or as the dial to the ſun; 
Conſtant as gliding waters roll, | 
Whoſe ſwelling tides obey the moon ; 
From ev'ry other charmer free, 
My life and love ſhall follow thee. 


The lamb the flow'ry thyme devours, 
The dam the tender kid purſues : 
Sweet Philomel in ſhady bow'rs 
Of verdant ſpring her notes renews : 
All fallow what they moſt admure , 
As I purſue my ſoul's deſire. 
Nature muſt change her beauteous face, 
And vary as the ſeaſons rite ; 
As winter to the ſpring gives place, 
Summer th' approach autumn flies 
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No change in love the ſeaſons bring, 
Love oniy knows perpetual ſpring. 


Devouring Time, with ſtcaling pace, 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow; 
Ev'n marble tow'rs and walls of braſs, 
In his rude march he levels low : 
But Time, deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the ſoul can ne'er divide, 


Death only, with his cruel dart, 
The gentle Godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding heart, 

To mingle with the bleſs'd above; 
Where, known to all his kindred train, 
He finds a laſting reſt from pain. 


Love, and his ſiſter fair, the Soul, | 
Twin-born, from heav'n together came: 
Love will the univerſe controul, 
When dying ſeaſons loſe their name: 
Divine abodes ſhall own his pow'r, 
When Time and Death ſhall be no more. 


SONG 46. The Midfommer Vi. 


JT AF T me, ſome ſoft and cooling breeze, 
To Windſor's ſhady, kind retreat; 

Where ſylvan ſcenes, wide-ſpreading trees, 

Repel the raging dog -· ſtar's heat; 

Where tufted graſs, and moſly beds, 

Afford a rural calm repoſe; 

Where woodbines hang their dewy heads, 

And fragrant ſweets around diſcloſe, 


2 Ola 


1 43 ] 
Old oozy Thames, that flows faſt by, 
Along the ſmiling valley plays; 
His glafly ſurface chears the eye, 
And thro' the flow'ry meagows ftrays : 
His fertile banks, with herbage green, 
His vales with ſmiling plenty iwell ; 
| Where'er his purer ſtream is ſeen, 
The gods of health and pleaſure dwell. 
Let me thy clear, thy yiciding wave, 
With naked arm once more divide ; ' 
In thee my glowing boſom lave, | 
And ſtem thy gently- rolling tide. 
Lay me, with damaſk roſes crown'd, 
Beneath ſome ovfer's duſky ſhade ; 
Where water-lilies paint the ground, 
And bubbling ſprings refreſh the glade. 
Let chaſte Clarinda too be there, 
With azure mantle lightly dreſt ; 
Ve Nymphs, bind up her filken hair, 
Ve Zephyrs, fan har panting breaft. 
O haſte away, fair maid, and bring 
The Muſe, the kindly friend to love; 
To thee alone the Muſe ſhall ſing, © 
And warbte thro' the vocal. grove. 


SONG 47. 


' 7Elcome, welcome, brother debtor, 


1 To this poor but merry place, 3 
Where no bailiff, dunn, nor ſetter, 
Dares to ſhew his frightful face: | 
But, kind fir, as you're a ſtranger, S 
Down your garniſh you muſt lay, 
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Or your coat will be in danger ; 
You muſt either ſtrip or pay. 


Ne'er repine at your confinement 
From your children or your wife ; 

Wiſdom lies in true reſignment : 

Thro' the various ſcenes of life. © 

Scorn to ſhew the leaft reſentment, 
Tho* beneath the frowns of fate; 
Knaves and beggars find contentment, 
Fears and cares attend the great. 


Tho' our creditors are ſpiteful, 

And reſtrain our bodies here, 

Uſe will make a goal delightful, 
Since there's nothing elſe to fear. 

Ev'ry iſland's but a LE 

' Strongly guarded by the ſea ; 

Kings and princes, for that reaſon, 

Pris'ners are as well as we. 

What was it made great Alexander, 

Weep at his unfriendly fate ? 

3 thi 8 — 

is 0 

E mm 

3 By the heav'ns and ſtars above; 

5 ſhou'd we then be confounded, 

Since there's nothing free but Joe! 


SONG 4s. 


ZE WI AT beauteous ſcenes enchant my fight 
| How . cloſely yonder vine 
Does round that elm's us height 

Her wanton ringlets twane | 


That 


45 ] * 
That elm, no more a barren ſhade, 
Ils with her cluſters .crown'd ; 
And that fair vine, without its aid, 
Had crept along the ground. 
Let this, my fair one, move thy heart, 
Cannubial joys to prove: 
But tk what care and age impart, 


Not thoughtleſs ruſh on y Boy 
Know thy own bliſs, and joy to hear 
Vertumnus loves thy 2 | 

The youthful God that rules the 
8 And keeps the. groves from -> —_ 

While ſome with ſhort-liv'd paſſion gow, 
His love remains the ſame ; | 

On him alone thy heart beſtow, 

And crown his conſtant flame : I 

So ſhall no froſt's untimely pow'r 
Dieform thy blooming ſpring: 

So ſhall thy trees, from blaſts ſecure, 

Their wonted tribute * . 


SONG 49. 


Ehold the fweet flowers around, I 

With all the bright beauties ey wear; 
Yet none on the plains can be found 4 
So lovely, ſo lovely as Cælia is fair, 
So lovely as Czlia is fair. 


Ye warblers come raiſe your feet throats, 1 
No longer in filence remain; 

O lend a fond lover. your notes, 
To ſoften, to ſoften my Czlia's diſdain, 
To ſoften my Czlia's diſdain, 


, 
o 


Ok 


( 46 ] 
Oft. ũmes in yon flowery vale 
I breathe my complaints in a ſong; 
Fair Flora attends ſad tale, | 
And ſweetens, and ſweetens the borders along, 
And ſweetens the borders along. 
But Cælia, whoſe breath might perfame + 
The boſom of Flora in May, 
Still frowning pronounces my doom, 
Regardleſs, regardleſs of all I can fay, 
Regardleſs of all I can fay. | 


SONG «5o. 


LOW, ye bleak winds around my head, 
And ſoothe my heart-corroding care : 
Flaſh reurd my brows ye lightnings red, 
And blaſt the laurels planted there : 
But may the maid where'er ſhe be, 
Think not of my diſtreſs nor me, 
Think not of my diſtreſs nor me. 
Let all the traces of our love 
Be ever blotted from her mind ; 
May from her breaſt my vows remove, 


And no remembrance leave behind; 


| But may the maid, Oc. 
O may I ne'er behold her more, 
| For ſhe has robb'd my ſoul of ret! 
' Wiſdom's afliftance is too poor, 
| To calm the tempeſt in my breaſt; 
But may the maid, &c. 
Come death, O come, thou friendly flecy, 
And with my ſorrows lay me low; 


(4 1] 


And ſhould the gentle virgin weep, 

Nor ſharp, nor laſting be her woe: 
But may ſhe think, where'er ſhe be, 
No more of my diſtreſs nor me, 
No more of my diſtreſs nor me. 


SONG Fi. 
H E laſs that would know how to manage a 
man, 
Let her liſten and learn it from me, 
His courage to quell, or his heart to trepan, 
As the time and occaſion agree. 


The girl that has beauty, tho' ſmall be her wit, 
May wheedle — clown or the beau, 
The rake may * , or may draw in the cit, 


By the uſe of that pretty word No. 
When powder'd all around are in chat, 
Each ſtriving his paſſion to ſhow, 


With kiſs me, and love me, my . I 


Let her anſwer to all be, O, 20 


When a doſe is contriv'd to lay virtue aſlcep, 
A preſent, a treat, or a ball, | 

She till muſt refuſe, if her empire ſhe'd keep, 
And No be her anſwer to all. 


' But when Mr. Dapperwit offers his hand, 
Her partner in wedlock to go, 

With a houſe,and a coach, and a jointure in und, 5 
She's an idiot if then ſhe ſays No. 


But if ſhe's attack'd by a youth full of charms, 
Whoſe courtſhip proclaims him a man, 

When preſs d to his boſom, and claſp'd in his arms, 

Thea le her Gay. M, if ſhe can. SONG 


$ONG 52. 


F HY heaves my fond boſom, ah ! what can 
it mean? 


Why Autters my heart, that was once ſo ſerene? . 

Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne 1s 
near ? 

Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear ? 

Or why, &c. 


Methinks I for ever with monde could trace 

The thouſand ſoſt charms that embelliſh thy face: 

Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find; 

With thy face I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by thy 
mind, 


With thy face. Sc. 
Untainted with folly, unſullied by pride, 


There native 2 humour and virtue reſide: 


Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply - , 
With compaſiion for him who without thee muſt 


die, 


: With compaſſion, Ec. 


SONG 53. 


HO Baucis and I are both ancient and poor, 


We never yet drove the diftreis'd from our 
door ; 


B Bur fill of a little a little can ſpare 


'To thoſe who, like us, life's infirmitics "_—_ 


Come, come, my good friends let us go in together, 
A cup of good liguor wil keep out the " = 
| ur 


» 


* 
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Our * ny are great, tho' our means are but 
| m . * 
You're heartily welcome and that's beſt of all. 
You're welcome at our humble board to partake _ 
Of a jug of good'ale; and a good barley cake ; 
A good roaring fire as high as your noſe, 

And a cleanly warm bed your old limbs to repoſe. 
We know no ambition; we have no eſtate, 

No porter to worry the poor from our gate 
We earn what 2 and we pay as we go; 
It were not amiſs if the rich would do ſo. 


SON 

OU ſay ou love, and twenty more 
Have | vad, and ſaid the ſame beſore 
And yet I ſwear (I can't tell how) 
I ne'er believ'd a man till now; 

I ſwear (I can't tell how) 
J ne'er believ'd a man tlll now. 
"Tis odd that I ſhould credit give 3 | 
To words, who knew that words deceive ; * 
And lay my better judgment by, | 
To truſt my partial ear or eye, 

To truit my partial ear, 

My partial ear or eye. 

"Tis tem to one I had deny'd 5 
Your ſuit had you to-morrow try'd ; 
But faith, unthinkingly to-day . , 
My heedleſs heart is gone aftray ; 

- Unthinkingly to-day * 
My heedleſs heart is * aſtray. 

s 


1 
To bring it 2 1 
Perhaps t too 3 ns 
I'm dt, wn beth "= 
My heart may it is pins; 
F Fad be that Fs wy ou 
May keep it for 


SONG 55. 


HOW bliſsful tis to languiſh, 


When ſoft wiſhes warm the breaſt ; 


*  Sighs in part diſcloſe out anguiſh, 


And our bluſhes ſpeak the reſt, 

Gay defires which fondly pleaſe us, 
1 night our lovlieſt themes; 
But when — flumbers ſeize us, 
O the charming 6 dreams. 


SONG 55. 


APPY the man whoſe with and care 


A few paternal acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native air 


| In his on ground: 
Whoſe herds with milk, whoſe fields with bread, 
Whoſe flocks ſupply him with A 8 
Whoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, 
In winter fire. 
 Bleſt, we can unconcern'dly find 
Hoyrs days and years fide loft away, 
In _ of 285 peace of mind. 
Quiet by day. 
„ . $9024 


511 
Sound geep by night, ſtudy and eaſe 
Together mix d, ſweet es . 
Aud innocence, which moſt does pleaſe, 
Wich meditation. 
Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown; 
Thus unlamented let me die, : 
Steal from the world, and not a ftone 


Tell where I lye. 


3 57. 


F ever, oh! Hymen 1 me 2 wife, | 
Let this be der on — the U hold me for life, 
Youth, beauty, good-nature, averſe to conceit, 
Her ſenſe quite refin'd, and in perſon quite neat. | 
I'd have her with prudence be chearful and free, 
Nor reſerv'd like a drone, or at leaſt not to me, 
Obliging and eaſy, compliant with ſmiles, 
Miſlead by no paſſions, allur d by no wiles. _ 
If the fair 1 deſcribe, in the iſle can be found, 


Por no other I'll wed, if I ſearch the world round, © 


When ſummon d by Hymen In gladly aways 
I' hong the ſoft promiſe to love and obey. 


SONG. 558. 
O happy flow'r to her hand, 1 
From earth to her ariſe; * 
There in the ſun of beauty ſtand, nf 


To blow beneath her eyes. 

As the ford wind, her boſom greets, 1 

Falls gent! on ber breaſt, 0 

There fade with envy midſt thoſe ſweets ; 
That robb'd me firft of reſt. 


1521 

Be gone and every ſweet diſplay; 
I ſo much pleaſure mils, 

Each moment that for her you, ſtay, 
Lou loſe an age of bliſs. 


%!!! 2D TH 
Tx beauty's pow'r ſo potent be, SD 
1 Our reaſon ſcarce can keep us free: 
What aid can ſave us when: we find, 
With beauty mental graces join'd, 
From all conqu' ring force to fly, _ 0 
In vain we hope, in vain. we kope toitryo . 
Since then dear maid, the force is thine, 
An heart your captive I, reſign; . | 
So you. afford. a kind retreat, 
For higher bliſs it ne'er will beat; 
But de icate, its future hours, ö 
To guard. thoſe virtues it adores. 
3830060 . 
ONG by an idle paſſion toſt, TON 
By love undone, by reaſon loſt, 
How many fruitleſs tears it coſt, 
I0o free me from the ſmart. 
4 2 I figh'd, but all in vain, 
not my liberty regain, 
= Or break the little ts chain, 
= Alas! how weak my art. 
At length I flew to pride for aid, 
But equally by that betray'd, 
o 


i . 
— 


And kings invoke the 


[ 53 ] 


But none would pity ſhow, 
Till _ to my breaſt once more 

Did all my former peace reſtore, 
And 88 content not in the pow'r 


dies ane to beſtow. 


SONG 61. $5 


OU ſay at your feet that I wept in diſpa Wo 

And vow'd that no angel was ever ſo * 
How could you believe all the nouſenſe I * 
What know we of angels ?—I meant it in joke. 


1 next ftand indifted for ſwearing to love, 

And nothing but death ſhould my paſſion remove: 
I have lik'd you a twelve month, acalendar year, 
And a yet contented ;—have conſcience, my 


8 ON G 62. 


Ous'd Da. now is up in arms, 

Bellona ſpreads her dire alarms, = 
The trump of fame with martial ſound, 
Th' admiring world re-echo's round, 

And Pruffia's king in dread array, 

Strikes neighbouring monarchs” with diſmay. 

He has the ſword already weild, 
And dy'd with blood the warring field, I 

From iron mouths grim . 
And mimick _— frights the world, | 
Whole armies now for fight prepare 

Ro of war. 
Britannia once roſe high in fame, 
No flate but dreaded Britain's name, : 

F. 3 Aa 


R 


= = D t me this roſe chat you fee in my | 


"= 1 1 
As far as is the fartheſt ſhore ; 


Albion's lions were heard to roar, 
France does England now deride; 


Rouſe up and cruſh the Gallic pride. 

Send flying death enwrapt in lead, 

Your chain and ſhot with double head, 
From bellowing lungs, thro* previous air; 
Deſtroy her coaſt, her monarch ſcare, 

Aſſert your rights, home victory bring, 

And fave your country and your king. 


SONG 63. Sung at Ranelagh. 
"I, \ LEXI S a ſhepherd, young, conſtant and 
d, 


Has often declar'd I'm the nymph to his mind ; 
I think he's, ſincere and he will not deceive, 
But they tell me a maid ſhou'd with caution believe. 


2. 4 


7 


gd me to take it, and figh'd out the reſt ; 
7 — not do leſs than the favour receive, 
And he thinks 1 it now lweeter, I really believe. 


LE 
This flow ret, he cry'd, reads a i leflon to you, 
How bright, and how lovely it ſeems to the view x 
Twou' d face, if not pluck'd, as your ſenſe muſt 


conceive, 


= 1 was forc'd to deny what I really believe, 


4. | 
My flocks he attends : if they ſtray from the plain 
Then 


Alexis 1 is ſure ev'ry ſheap to regain ; 


I W3 * 
Then begs a dear kiſs for his labour T'll give, 
And I ne'er ſhall refuſe him, I really believe. 


He plays on his pipe, while he watches my eyes, 
To read the ſoft wiſhes we're taught to diſguiſe ; 
And tells me ſweet ſtories from morning to eve, 
Then he ſwears that he loves, which I really be- 
lieve. : | 

6. fo 
An old maid I once was determin'd to die, 
But that was before I'd this ſwain in my eye ; 
As ſoon as he aſks me his pain to relieve, 
Witt joy 1 ſhall wed him, I really believe. 


ff. 


| o, deluſive dreams, go quit me, 

| FJ: thou fatal flaterer, hope ; 

Come, deſpair, and quickly fit me 
For the river, vr 8 


Vain are all my divers dreſſes, 
| 1 my pretty ogles vain, 3 
Vain are Wilding's wazen treſſes, ( * Barker, 
- Betty diſregards my pain. | 
Cruel Betty, ſee my beaver! 
| Lo! the toſfils filver hue! ,, 
How the pendant ſpangles quaver 
'er my wig of powder-blue ! 
Can you ſtill withſtand the glitter 
Of the tinſel, and the toy ! 
Can you ſtill in filence titer, — — 
And the brilliant beau deſtroy! Well 


3 [ 56] 
Well nothing novel moves 

i _ in taſte, FAN 
Soon ah ſoon !—the ſwain that loves you, 
| Shall to yonder current haſte. 


Collin thus intent on d ing, 

Hurries off with dame ahn ; 
But his brother-bloods deſcrying. 

Joins the ring, and ſcorns the fair. 


SONG 65. 


Af to Chloe fat RIES - and breath'd the cool 


While — awaken'd the grove; 
. approach'd and addreſs d the * 


In all the ſoft of love : 
But the was ſo . the deny'd, 
4 And laugh'd as he told her his pain ; 
And while ſhepherd ſat wooing ſhe cry'd, 


I will die a maid, —my dear ſwain, 
2. 


43 Oh! what, ſays the ſwain, muſt thy beauty ſo gays 
Perplex us at once and invite? 

Embrace ev'ry rapture, leſt time make a 

Of that was meant for delight. 


X When age havrepr round and thy charms wrink- 
o'er, 
Then all will my Chloe diſdain ; 
. 
J will die a maid.—my dear ſwain. 


3. Voung 


f Ly, ] 4 
: 8 Fl x hw 
Nen Damen nel we ther he 'd SY 
His flame gyro ſtrong and ſincere; 
Then watch'd the emotions that play d in her eyes, 
And baniſh'd his torture and fear. 
My joys fhall be ſecręt, enraptur'd he <ry"&>. - * 
"Ab Chloe! be gen TEE good; © 


The fair one grew. and fighing mays. 
I fain would maid —-if I cou'd. 
8s ON G 66. 


HEN the nymphs were contending for 
beauty and fame. | 
Bright Sylvia ſtood foremoſt in right of her FRI . 
And to crown the high tranſports dear conqueſt 
excites, * 
At court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's,” 
At court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's. 


But how fhall I whiſper this fair one's ſad caſe ? 
A cruel diſeaſe has .deftroyed - her ſweet face; | 
Her vermillion is — a dull ſettled red, 


And all the gay graces of bea * 
And all 9 uty 


Take heed, all ye fair, l leſt — in vain 7 
For Sylvia tho' alter'd from pretty to plain, 
Is now more Engaging, fince reaſon took place, 


Than when ſhe poſſeſs d the n of _ | 
'Then when, '&f c. | 
Convinc'd, ſhe no more can coquet it, and. 8 3 


of 3 ſhe to pleaſe ;+ 


— 


[3] 
Makes truth and diſcretion the guide of her life # 


Thoꝰ ſpoil'd for a toaſt, ſhe's well — fora 
"ThE poil'd, &c, _ 


SONG 67. 
2 Colli heart to 
N 


—— woo'd me on the plain, 
Each noon 7 e 
Yet my denial ſtill was 
P ſhaw | man, I can't endure you z 
And if he offer'd but to kiſs, 
Such rudeneſs —1 'll aſſure you, Tu affare you, 
Such rudeneſs !—I'll affure you. | 


For twenty youths (not he alone) 
am'rous flame conſeſt: 

And had I ance been kind to one, 

Beſide, he us'd no 


þ But wou'd allure me ; 
wie talk d of flames and darts g' 
Nas pretty II aflure ye, 


1 

0 pretty, Dc. | 
1 * „ my form, were prais'd aloud ; 
My wit new conqueſts fir d; , 
| And was enough to make * proud, 

To be ſo much admir 
At length reflection — che fate 

Such flattery mig ht ure me, 


| 5 And virtue 9 to ſhun the bait, 


Nor vainly—I'l ale 7 JG 
Nor vaiuly, E.. 


[59] 

I bid the fighing train depart ; 
This maxim pleas'd to prove, 

That flatt'ry fills the ſenſu} bent. 


Now woo'd again; and now indeed 
I lov'd him II aſſure ye, 

I lov'd him, Se. 

To merit, now ſo clear: | 

By my „ learn, ye fair, 
Fd gms —_ 3 


0 n 


LL. of my lover all night and all — 
1 He's > * why rs and W 1 
His voice is as ſweet as the nightingale's lay, © 
And well on his bagpipe my ſhepherd can play ; 

And a bonny young lad is my Jockey, 
And a bonny young lad is my fo 
He ſays, that he loves me, I'm witty, and fair, 
And praiſes my eyes, my lips, and my hair ; 
Roſe, vi'let, nor lilly, with me can compare; 
I this be to flatter, 'tis proity, I ſwear ; 


Fund a bouny, Sc. 


* 
6 4 
| * PET ORF"? 
* he : ad * Pw * * 2 


He 


| At eve when the ſun ſeeks-repoſe in a the web, 


"of ay 


©. Þ 

He kncel'd at my feet, and, with many a 
He cry'd, oh ! my dear, will you never comply 2 
If you mean to deſtroy me, why do it; * die : 1 
1 trembled all over and anſwer'd 0 I 20 
And 3 bonny, Se. It 248. 711 


Around che tall may- pole he dances fo neat,” 
And ſonnets. of love the dear · boy can repeat: 5 
He's conſtant, he's. valiant, he's wiſe aud diſcreet, 
His looks are ſo kind, and his kiſies fo ſweet ; ; 
And a bonny, Se. . 0 e 


— 


And May's tuneful choriſts all Rim to their ut 
When I meet on the green the dear boy I lote b 


My heart is juſt ready to leup frommy breaſt; 
And a bonny, S. 

But ſee haw the meadows are moiſten'd with 21 

Come, come, my dear ſhepherd I wait but for you 


We'll live for each other, both conſtant and 2 


And taſte thoſe ſoft raptures no mortal e er knew A 
And a bonfiy young lad is my _ | 


And 4 bonny young lad is my Jocke 
$ONG 6g. By Chriſtopher Maran. 
NOME live with me and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove 


That grove, or valley, hill, or field, 
Or wood, and ſteepy mountain yield. 


| Where we will fit on riſing rocks, 8 


Hon ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks. 
ſhallow rivers, to whoſe falls . 


Mod ous birds fing Madzigals. 


| Pleas'd 


16 1 
Pleas'd will I make thee beds of roſes, © 
And twine a thouſand fragrant poſies ; 
A cap of flow'rs and rural kirtle,, _ 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle. 
A jaunty gown of fineſt wool,. 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull; 
And ſhoes lin'd choicely for the cold, 
With buckles of the pureft gold. 
A belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds,, * 7 
With coral claſps, and amber ftuds : $ 
If theſe, theſe pleaſures may thee move, 
Then live with me, and de my love, © 


SONG 7.  Anfver by Sir Wal rx 
| — . ff PID 


F all the world and love were young. 
And truth on every ſhepherd's tongne,  - 
Theile pleaſures might my paſhon move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 

But fading flowers in every feld, 

To winter froſt their treatures yield 5; 
A honey'd tongue, a heart of gall, 

Is fancy's ſpring, but forrows fall. 

Thy gown, thy ſhoes, thy beds of roſes, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy poſies, 
Are all ſoon wither'd, broke, forgotten, 
In folly ripe, in reaſon, rotten. + ._ 
Thy belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, , | 
Thy coral claſps, and amber ſtuds,  * 


„ 
Can me with no inticements move, 
To live with thee, and be thy love 


But could youth laſt, could love ſtill breed ; 
Had joys no date, had age no need ; 
Then thoſe delights my mind might move, 
To live with thee and be thy love. 


SONG 71. 


EAREST Kitty ! kind and fair! 3 
Tell me when, and tell me where, 


Beauties only found in thee ? 
Beauties only found in thee, 


2 thee, thee, and pla 
Et live 1 = Play, 


the i day 'tis true, 


33 w_( ny then, with you; 


. y sterben ſighs alone, 
men makes us one, 

She l = makes us one. 
Tell me then, and eaſe my pain, | 
Tell thy fond and faithful ſwan, 
When * prieſt ſhall kindly join 
Kitty's trembling hand to mine? 
Deareſt Kitty! Lind and fair! 
Tell me when; I care not where; 
Tel me when; I care not where. 


80NG 


1 
SONG 72. 
Wouldſt thou know what ſacred charms 


This deſtin d heart of mine alarms, 
What kind of nymph the heav'ns decree; 


The maid that's made for love and me. 


:- 


Who joys to hear the ſighs fincere ; 
Who melts to ſee the tender tear: 
From each ungentle paſhon free, 

be the maid that's made for me, 
Whoſe heart with gen'rous friendſhip glows 
Who feels the bleſſings ſhe beſtows: 
Gentle to all, but kind to me ; | 
Be ſuch the maid that's made fer me. 
Whoſe fimple thoughts devoid of art, 
Are all the natives of her heart: 
tle train from falſhood free ; 
Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 
Avaunt, ye light coquets, retire 
Where fatr'ring fops around admire ; 
Unmov'd, your tincel charms I fee, 
More genuine beauties are for me. 


T5 bumpers lull all cares to reſt; 


'Tis bumpers make misfortupes ſweets 
is bumpers cure the wounded breaſt, 
And bumpers make all ſouls complet. 
We'll drink to all our friends we know, 
We'll drink to all in grief and forrow; 
We'll drink to all we love below, | 
For bumpers make to-day to-morrow. - 


G 2 Wen 


[ 64 1 
We'll drink to ev'ry honeſt ſoul, 

Who from his word wou'd never fly, 
That loves his friend that loves his ſoul, 
And who for him wou'd freely die. 


For humpers gain the brave ſucceſs ; 
And bumpers make true virtue ſhine, 

_ *'Tis bumpers gain our miſtreſs, | 
And bumpers make all ſouls ſublime. 


"Tis Bumpery make the poor man rich ; 
And bumpers make us free from care, 
"Tis bumpers make us that we wiſh, 


And bumpers make us what we are. oy 


'$ONG 74. 


OO long, a giddy wand'ring youth, | 
From air to fair, I rov'd : 
To e'ery nymph I vow'd my truth; 

Tho' all alike I lov'd : 
Yet, when the joy. I wiſh'd was EP 
My truth appear'd a jeſt : 
But, truſt me, I'm convinc'd at laſt 
That conſtancy is beſt, 
That conſtancy is beſt. 


Like other fools, at female wiles _ 
"Twas my delight to rail; 


5 
Their ſighs, their vows, their tears, their ſmiles, 


1 Were falſe, I thought, and frail: 

But, by reflection's bright' pow'r 

I ſee their worth — : 

That man cannot enough adore ; 
That conſtancy is beft, 


That conſtancy is bel. 


+I 


5 [6] 
The roving heart at beauty's fight 
- May glow with fond defire ; 
Vet, tho poſſeſſion yield delight, 
It damps the lawleſs fire : 5 
But love's celeſtial faithful flames 
Still . to — ＋ 
We ev'ry home - felt 3 ims 
W — is bal. 885 
That conſtancy is beſt, | 
No ſolid bliſs from change reſults 3 
No real raptures low; 
But, fix d to one, the ſoul exults, 
And taſtes of heav'n below. 

With love, on ev'ry gen'rous mind, 
Is truth's fair form impreſt ; . 
And reaſon dictates to mankind, 
That conſtancy is beſt, 
That conſtancy is beſt. 


VVT 
ITH Phcebus I. often aroſe, 
Io feaſt on the charms of the ſpring, 
The fragrance to ſmell of the roſe, 
Or liſten to hear the birds fing : 
When linnets exalted their ſtrains, 
The muſic enchanted my ear; 
My eyes tog were bleſs'd on the plains, 
With various ſweet blooms of the Year. 
When Chloe ſhone ſmiling ſo gay, 
I there fix'd the ſcene of Ekpht. 
My thoughts ſhe engroſs'd all the day ; 
| ſaw her in dreams all the night: 
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For I can never love again. 


N 
Still muſing on Chloe I walk'd, 
My harveſt no more in my thought: 


Of nothing but Chloe I talk'd ; 


Her ſmiles were the harveſt I ſought. 


No longer the warblers could pleaſe ;. 


No longer the roſes. look'd gay; 


For muſic and ſweetneſs and eaſe 
Were loſt, if my love was away: 
I tun'd to her beauties my lays 5- * 


I ftudied each art that could move 3 


She took the kind tribute of praiſe, 


And paid it with fondneſs and lore. 
8 ON G 76. Damon and CELIA, 


| CELIA. | 
ES, Damon, yes, I can approve, 

See all thy merit, all thy love: 

But, ſhipwreck'd once, I leave the ſhore, 

And truft the faithleſs ſeas no more. 

And truſt the faithleſs ſeas no more 

Thy vows are loſt, thy tears are vain, _ 


For I can never love again, 


Thy vows are loſt, thy tears are vain, 


| Damon. | 
And could'ſt thou then, 22 id, 


' Could'ſt thou be lighted or betray 
Or, is it but an artful tale, 
 Ofer Damon's paſſion to prevail ? 


O'er Damon's, c. 


For ſurely thou wer't born to reign, 
To love, and to be lov'd again, 


For ſurely, &c, CLI. 


9 
N CELi1a. 
Tf Celia could once more believe, 
Damon like Thyrſis would deceive : 
And yet, methinks it cannot be : 
There muſt be faith and truth in thee, 
There muſt, &c. 5 : 
Truſt me, thy Celia feels thy pain, 
And wiſhes ſhe could love again, 
Truſt me, Se. | £52 


Damon. DE 0 
Why, then, thoſe fears that rack thy breaſt? 
Say that thou wilt, and I am bleſt: 
But, if my vows ſucceſsful prove, 
Damon ſhall bid adieu to love, 
Damon ſhall bid adieu to love; 

Like thee, reſolve to quit the plain, 
And never, never love again. i 


S O N G l 77. — 

HEN Fanny blooming fair 
Firſt met my raviſh'd ſight, + 
Caught with her ſhape and air 
I felt a ftrange delight: 
Whilſt eagerly I gaz'd, 

Admiring ev'ry part, 
And ev'ry feature prais'd, 
She ſtole into my heart. 


In her bewitching eyes 

Ten thouſand loves appear; 
There Cupid baſking lies; 

His ſhafts are hoarded there: 


1 68 1® 
Her blooming cheeks 3 I 
With colour all their own, 
Excelling far the pride 

Of roſes newly blown. 


Hier well turn'd limbs conſeſs 

The lucky hand of * w ; 
Her features all 

The beauteous queen . love: 
What flames my nerves invade, 
| When I behold the breaſt 
Of that too-charming maid 

Riſe ſuing to be preſt! 
Venus round Fanny's waiſt 
Wide her own 5 bound, 

ich guardian Cupids 'd, 

Who ſport the circle round : 
How happy will he be 

her Zone unlooſe ! 


; Who 
3 - That bliſs to all but me 
= May heav'n and ſhe refuſe, 


4 * * 
"> 


Y 88 are ſurniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to fleep; 
grottos are ſhaded with trees, 
= And my hills are white over with ſheep 
» I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 
Xx ws health do my fountains ' beſtow ; 
fountains all border'd with moſs, - 
* the hare · bells and violets grow, 


. 


But a 


1 69 J 
Not a pine in my grove is chere ſeen, 
But with tendrils of woodbine is bound; 
Not a beech's more .beautiful green, 


{ſweet briar twines it around: 


Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 
More charms than my cattle unfold ; 


Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 


Pat it glitters with fiſhes of gold, 
But it glitters, Wc. 


a 


One would think ſhe might like to retire, 
To the bow'r ! have labour'd to rear; 


Not a ſhrub that I heard her admire, 
But I hafted and planted it there: | 

Oh | how ſudden the jeſſamine . 

With the lilac to render it gay“ 


How the nighti 


"ES 


What ftrains of wild melody flow | - 


es warble * loyes 


From thickets of roſes that blow |! 


And, when her bright form ſhall appear, 


Each bird ſhall harmoniouſly join 
In a conſort ſo ſoft. and ſo clear, | 
As-—ſhe may not be fond to ates 
 As—ſhe may not be, &c. 


T have found a 
I have found w 
But let me that 


gift for my fair; 


plunder forbear ; 


She'll * 'twas a barbarous deed: 


* 
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Already it calls for my love, _— EY 
To prune the wild branches aways + a 7 7 
To prune Se. 
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From the plains, from the woodlands. and grovey, 
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| Ps hed low ahh ſweetneſs unfold, 
* How that pity was due to a dove 3 

That it ever attended the bold ; 
And ſhe call'd it the ſiſter of love : | 

. But her words ſuch a pleaſure convey, 

So much I her accents adore, 

Let her ſpeak, and, whatever ſhe ſay, 
— I ſhould love her the more, 


If 

But where does my Phillida ftray ? | 
Aut where are her grots and her bow'rs 2 

the valleys as gay, 
as gentle, as ours ? 


— be as fair, 
nf the valleys u line ; 


4711 
SONG 79. 
The Flower of EDinsBurcGH, 


Y. love was once a "__ lad, 
| He was the flower of all his kin; 
The abſenes of his bonny face 
My tender heart has rent in twain, 
By day or night find no delight, 
In filent tears I ſtill complain, 
And rail at thaſe my rival foes, 
That took from me my darling ſwain, 
and anguiſh fill my breaſl, 
Since I have loſt my blooming roſe; 
th and mourn while others reſt, a 


Thro' every grave and diſtant plain ; 
I ne'er will & 4 but ſpend my days, 
Till I hear from my darling ſwain, 
I need not ſtrange at nature's change, 
Since parents ſhew'd ſuch cruelty; 
Thercfore my love from me does range, 
And knows not to what deſtiny, *' | 
bo 2 kids — tender 2. 3 
1 ceaſe to ſport upon 7 = 
But they lament, In diſcontent, - 3 
For the abſence of my darling ſwain, - - 
Kind ne, let me youriatreat © — © 
To He fair and ploaſanc gale; 
Your dolphins ſweer upon me wai 
Fax to cunvzy ms on your tal. 


a (.72 1 
May heavens bleſs me with ſucceſs, 
While crofling on the ragihg main ; 
And ſend me o'er to that ſame ſhore, 
To meet my lovely darling ſwain. 
All joy and mirth. at our return, 3 þ 
Shall then abound from Tweed a» Jax. | Fl 
The bells ſhall ring, the birds ſhall fing, 
To grace and crown our nuptial day. 
Thus bleſt with charms in my love's arms, 
Once more -my heart I will obtain; 


III range no more t' a diſtant ſhore, „ Eo gl 
But - will enjoy my darling ſwain. 
<> us NG 80. 


Sung by Mr. BEARD ur RANELAGH. 


* get in the pleaſant month of May, 

3 When nature ſmil'd, and all was gay, 
That o'er the painted vale I firay'd, 

And met my Sylvia, charming maid ! 

Her lilly hand I ſoftly preſs'd, 1? 

While ſoftly heav'd her little breaft ; 


> I gaz'd and gaz'd, as in a trance; 8 
But,. — — Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. 
My dear ! I cried, no more be coy, | 


But, like the ſeaſon wake to joy 
+ The God of love now rules the year, 
And all is genial raptures here; 


The vine, that twines round yonder tre, 
A precept gives to you and mem 
Let us the gen' ral bliſs advance, he is ; 


Pat, —— Ho ſoit qui mal y penſe. 


[73] — 
The goddeſs of my heart replied, 

(Her cheeks with crimſon velvet dy'd) 
And wou'd you, Colin, thus perſuade, 
To 1 and ſhame a harmleſs maid ? 
Not I, I vow'd, not I, my fair, 5 
With thee the nuptial tie I'd ſhare; 
And dread from love no ſad miſchance, 
For, Honi foit qui mal y penſe. 
Her ſpeaking looks reveal'd her thought; 
The charmer in my arms I caught; 
Then ſnatch'd, as earneſt, of my bliſs, 
A kind, a ſoft conſenting kiſs : | 
To church we went, oh, bleſs the day l 
On pleaſure's wings time glides away; 
Our eyes beam love at every glance, 
And, ——Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. 


= truth can fix thy wav'ring heart, 
Let Damon urge his claim, : 
He feels the paſſion void of art, 

The pure and conſtant flame, 
The fighing ſwains their anguiſh tell: 

Their ſenſual love contemn ; > 
They only prize the beauteous ſhell, 
But flight the inward gem. 


| SONG $2 
"OW happy is the maid, 
6 Who lives a rural life! 
By no falſe views betray'd, 
To know domeſtic _ : 


* 
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| While titles, wealth, and pow'r, 


r 
4» 
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No paſſion ſways her mind, 
Or wiſhes to be great; 
To humble hope confin'd, 
She ſhuns the flatt'ciog bait, 


Her ſoul with cold diſdain, 
Above the pomp of pride, 


/= Beholds the rich and vain 


In gilded fetters ty'd ; 


The gaudy ſcene diſplay, 
And pageants of an hour 
In darknefs glides away. 


But if ne gone boy, 


Her faithful boſom ſhare, 
He doubles all her joy, 

And leſſens all her care: 
Their moments on the wing, 
The mutual bliſs improve, 
And give perpetual ſpring 

To virtue, truth, and love. 


s ON G 33. 


2 gorr invader of my ſoul, 


Love, who can thy pow'r controul ? 
All that haunt earth, air, and ſea, 

. Own thy force, and bow to thee: 
All the dear enchanting day, 
Celia fteals my heart away, ; 

All the tedious live-long night, 
Celia ſwims before my fight: -_ 
Happy, happy, were the "wain, 


F Who might fuck a prize obtinf 


is 


. 


Other joys he need not prove, 
Blefs'd enough in Celia's love. 
All that temptingly beguile, 
Sparkling eyes dimpling ſmile ; 
Ev'ry charm, and ev'ry grace, 
Dwells on charming Celia's face : 
Open, gen'rous, free from art; 
Virtue lives within her heart: 
Modeſty and truth combin'd 
Suit her perſon to her mind: 
Happy, happy were the ſwain, 
Who might ch a prize obtain [ 
Other joys be need not prove, 
Bleſs'd enough in Celia's love. 
SONG 84. 
OW few amongſt the thouſand pairs, 
By wedlock doom'd to conſtant cares, 

Are fit the yoke to bear, —Are fit, Sc. 7 5 
The huſband claims his ſovereign right, 
The wife runs counter put of ſpight, 3 
And does her vows fore-ſwear, — And does, Se. 
But ſome there -are whom mutual love, 
Does prompt with free conſent to move, 
Submiſſive to their fate, —Submiſfive, &c. 
Thrice happy is that prudent he, 
Thrice happy is that prudent ſhe, | 
Bleſt with 1 kind a mate, —Bleſt with, Cc. 
Should I and Celia ever join, | 
I would be he's and ſhe'd be mine, 
För we two would be one,—PFor we, Cc. 
H 2 | Com 


-* 


. 


Complying with each others will, 
Of generous love would take our fill, 
Our joys ſhould ne er be done,. Our joys, &c 


| SONG 83. 
P 


Reach not to me your muy rules, 
Ye drones that dwell in idle cell ; 
The heart is wifer than the ſchools, 
The ſenſes always reaſon well. 
If ſhort my ſpan, I leſs can f. 
Io“ paſs a fingle pleaſure by: 
An hour is long, if loſt in care; 
They only hve whom life enjoy. 
OUNG Daphne, brighteſt creature, 
| That e'er did heart enſnare ; 
Was bleſt with all that nature 
1 Could laviſh on the fai: 
For her each youth did languiſh, 
I And told their am'rous ſmart; 
= What tho' ſhe mock'd their anguiſh, 
_ *'Yet Strephon won her heart, 
Te Stripling ſwore for ever, 
He'd true and conſtant prove: 
He was a youth ſo clever, 
That ſhe repaid his love; 
But death their joys reſenting ; 
Of Strephon made a prize: 
Oh! powers unrelenting ! 


To cloſe the ſhepherd's eye! Now 


1 
Now ſobbing, pining, cryin 
The was 2. e ng ; 
And vow'd in endleſs ſighing, 
To weep her conſtant man: 
But Corydon, the rover, 
To court her did prepare, | : i 
And thought another lover 0 1 
Might not diſpleaſe the fair. 7 


With boldneſs he advances ; 
The fair his love denies, 
Till irreſiſtleſs glances 
Shot flaſhing from his eyes: 
With oaths and vows aſſailing, 
He wipes each t@r-ſwol'n cheek, '; 
Until his love prevailing, — 
He weds her in a week. ; 


SONG 87. — 
A PASTORAL Dratocovs, © . þ 
+ "5 .*» 
Tate, baſt Phillis -baſte, %is the beſt of the 


May 

Hark, the 8 ſing. to the wood let's away: 
Well pluck the gale primroſe, and furt not my 

| ear, | 
I've ſomething to whiſ ous | in ear, 
T've . to whiber, & you | 

| any = 
Excuſe me, fond ſwain ; it has 2 been aid 
The wood is unſaſe for a mai len to tread ; 
, And a wither'd old gipſy one day I efpied, * 
" Bid me ſhun the thick wood, and ſaid iomething 
_—_— ͤ Hs 
5 a 


[ 78 ] 
| - | PRE | 
"Tis all a mere fable, there's nothing to fright ; 
There's muſic all day, and no ſpectres at night: 
No creature but Cupid, believe me, is there ; 
And Cupid's an _ you ſurely can't fear. 
** SRE. . 
For all I could ſay, when arriv'd at the wood, 
Who knows your deſigns ? you might dare to be 
rude ; | | 
So I bid you farewel, and confeſs I'm afraid, 
Leſt Cupid and you are * hard for a maid. 


| HE. | | 
His dictates you wiſely at once ſhon'd approve ; 
For pray what is life? 'tis a pain without love: 


Think how youth, like the roſe, tho' ungather'd, 


will fade; . 1 
Then quickly comply, leſt you die an old maid. 
ae 


By language as artful poor Daphne was won ; 
FRO JOE. ſhe neldel, was trick d and un- 
ne: | | 


And rather than truſt thefine things you have ſaid, 
Let my beauty decay, 2 I die an old maid. 


I 
Believe not I'm faithleſs and falſe as the wind, 


u de true as the turtle, as fond and as kind; 


Will lead you to pleaſures untaſted before, 
And make you my * can a mortal do more? 
—_ - HE, . 

Then at once I comply, for I cannot ſay no; 
Tomorrow to church with my ſhepherd I'll go, 
© To the wood next, tho? Cupid fotalk'd of be there, 
Wich joy I'll away, and adieu to all fear. 
W-- = | Sur. 


i 


1 79 J 
SHE, 
Ye nymphs to the wood de er ventare to $0 5 | 
Till the prieſt joins your hand, you mult anſwer, 
no, no. 1 
E. 


ve ſwains, ſhou'd your fair ones be deaf to you ſtil}, 
You muſt wear the ſoft chain, then an — 
you will. 


SON G 88. 
CON hbours, now we've made our 
2 in haſte, . 
Drives to the weſt, 
With ſports conclude the day : 
Let ev'ry man chuſe out his laſs, 
And then ſalute her on the _ 
And when you find 
She's coming kind, 
Let not that moment paſs. 
5 Cno nus. 
We'll toſs of our bowls to true love and honour, l 
To all kind loving girls and the lord of the manor, 3 
At night when round the hall we're fat, 5 
With good brown bowls, 
To chear our ſouls, 
And raiſe a merry chat; 
When blood grows warm, and love runs *** | 
And jokes about the table fly, 
Then we retreat, 
And that repe at 
Which all would gladly try. 
We'll toſs off our bowls. De. 


— 


„ 

Let t ones of the town 

9 * Dink night away. 
And ſleep all day, 

Till gouty they are N 
Our nightly ſports ſuch vigour give, 
That oftentimes we do revive, 

And kifs our dames 
With ſtronger flames 

Than any prince alive. 

We'll toſs off our bowls, &c. 


SONG 8. 

Ejected as true converts die, 

But yet with fervent thoughts inflam'd ; 
So, faireſt, at your feet I lie, 

Of all my ſex's faults aſham'd. 

Too long, alas! have I defy'd 
| The force of love's almighty flame, 
And often did aloud deride 
| His Godhead as an empty name. 
| Bur fince ſo freely I confeſs 

A crime which may your ſcorn produce, 
=_ . Allow me now to ms i it leſs 
Buy any juſt and fair excuſe. 
. I then did vulgar joys purſue, 
Variety was 11 ms bliſs; ; 
Bat, ignorant of x and 
How could I chuſe but Tai * 
If ever now my wandring 
Search out temptations * 

If once I look, but to deſpiſe 


. r charms, ans value yours the more ; 


May 


ee 

May fad remorſe, and guilty ſhame, 
Revenge your wrongs on faithleſs me; 

And, what I tremble e'en to name, 
May I loſe all, in loſing thee. 


SONG 90. 


Nor de liquid brightneſs of thoſe eyes 
N That ſwim with pleaſure and de ight 3 
Nor thoſe fair heavenly arches which ariſe 
O''er each of them to ſhade their light: 
Tis not that hair which plays with ev'ry wind 
And loves to wanton round thy face ; 

Now ſtraying o'er thy forehead, now 

Behind retiring with infidious grace. 


Tis not that lovely range of teeth, as white 
As new ſhorn ſheep, equal and fair: | 
Nor e'en that gentle ſmile, the hearts delight, 
Wich which no ſmile cou'd e'er com 5 
"Tis not that chin ſo round, that neck Cie. 
Thoſe breaſts that ſwell to meet my love: 
That eaſy ſloping waiſt, that form divine; 
Nor aught below, nor aught above. ; 
"Tis not the living colours over each 5 
By nature's faireſt pencil wrought, — 9 
To ſhame the freſh blown roſe and blooming peagh, *: 
And mock the happieſt painters thought: 
No—'tis that gentleneſs of mind, that love _— 
So kindly anſwering my defire; "IM 
That grace with which you look, and ſyeak and 
move, „ 
e Wis _ SONG 2} 
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SONG 91. ; 


EAR me, ye nymphs, and every ſwain, 
III tell how Peggy grieves me; 
Tho? thus I languiſh, thus complain, 
Alas ! ſhe ne'er believes me. 
21 and ſighs, like ſilent air, 
nheeded never move her; 
At the bonny buſh aboon Traquair, 
"Twas there I firſt did love her. 
That day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 
I thought myſelf the luckieſt lad, 
So ſweetly there to find her, 
I try'd to ſooth my am'rous flame, 
In words that I thought tender ; Þ 


If more there paſs'd, I'm not to blame, 


I meant not to offend her. TOE 


t Yet now ſhe ſcornful flies the plain, 
The fields we then frequented ; 


eier we meet, ſhe ſhews diſdain, 


She looks as ne'er acquainted. 


The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May, 


It's ſweets I'll ay remember ; 


But now her frowns make it decay, 


ve rural 


1 v 


| 


Tt fades as in December. 
powers, who hear my ſtrains 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? | 


1 Oh! make her partner in my pains, 


Then let her ſmiles relieve me. 


1 not, my love will tum deſpair, 


M on-no more tender ; 
I''F leave the buſh o'boon Traquair, 


T0 londly wilds I'l wander. SONG 


. 
% 3 * 
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'SONG 92. By Mr. Pops. 


OW much, egregious Moore, are we 
II. Deceiv d by ſhews and forms ? 
ate er we think, whate'er we ſee, 


All human race are worms. 


Man is a very worm by birth, 
Proud reptile, vile and vain. 
A-while he crawls upon the earth; 

Then ſhrinks to earth again. 


That woman is a worm we find, * 
E'er ſince our grandam's evil: 
She firſt convers'd with her own kind, 

Than ancient worm the devil. 


The learn'd themſelves we book-worms name, 
The blockhead is a flow-worm : 

The nymph, whoſe tail is all on flame, 
Is aptly term'd a glow-worm. 

The fops are painted butter-flies, 
That flutter for a day; 


Firſt from a worm * took their * 
Then in a worm decay. | 


The flatterer an ear-wig grows... . 
Some worms ſuit all conditions : | 
Miſers are muck-worms ; filk-worms, beans ; 3 
And death-watches phyficians. 


The ſtateſmen have a worm is ſeen, 
By all their winding play ; 
eir conſcience is a worm within, 


That gnaws them night and day. 


_ 
Al, 4 
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Ah; Moore thy {kill were well employed, 
And greater gain wou'd riſe, 

If thou could'ſt make the courtier void 

The worm that never dies. 


O learned friend of Abchurch-lane, 
Who ſett'ſt our entrails free, 

Vain is thy art, thy powder vain, 
Since worms ſhall eat een thee. 


Thou only canſt our fates adjourn 
Some few ſhort years, no more; 

Ev' n Button's wits to worms ſhall turn, 
Who — were before. 


TELLA and Flayia, ev'ry hour 

Do various hearts ſ urprize : : 

In Stella's ſoul is all her pow'r, 
And Flavia's in her eyes: 

More boundleſs Flavia's conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more confin'd ; 

All can diſcern a face that's fair, 

But few a heav'nly mind. 


Stella, like Britain's monarch, reigns 
O'er cultivated lands: 

Like eaſtern tyrants, Flavia deigns 
To rule o'er barren ſands : 


Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy face, 


Thy beauty's only ftore ; 


Each day that makes thy charms decreaſe, | 
SONG 


un sive to Stella more. 
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+ PONG .0- 
188 pride of ev'ry grove I choſe, 
The vi'let ſweet and lilly fair, 


The painted pink and bluſhing roſe, 
To deck my charming Chloe's hair. 


At morn the nymph vouchſaf'd to place 
Upon her brow the various wreath, 

The flow'rs leſs blooming than her face, 
The ſcent leſs fragrant than her breath. 


The flow'rs ſhe wore along the day, 
And ev'ry nymph and 13 ſaid, 
That in her hair they look d more gay, 
Than growing in their native bed. 
Undreſs'd at ev'ning when ſhe found 
Their odours loſt, their colours paſt, 


She chang'd her look, and on the ground 


Her garland and her eye ſhe caſt. 


That eye dropp'd ſenſe diſtinct and clear, 
As any muſe's tongue could ſpeak, 
When from its lid a pearly tear 
Ran trickling down her beauteous cheek. 


Diſſembling what I knew too well, 
My love, my life, ſaid I, explain 
This change of humour, Rue tell, 
That falling tear ! — what does it Bean ? 
She figh'd, ſhe ſmil'd, and to the flow'rs 

Pointing the lovely mor'liſt ſaid, 
See. friend, in ſome few fleeting hours, 

See yonder, what a _— is made! 


Ah 
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Ah me! the blooming pride of May, 
And that of beauty, are but one; 

At morn both flouriſh bright and gay, 
Both tade at ev'ning, pale and gone. 


At dawn poor Stella danc'd and 


The am'rous youth around her bow'd ; 
At night her fatal knell was r 


I ſaw, and kiſs d her fable ſhrowd. 


Such as ſhe is who dy'd to-day, 
Such I, alas! may be to-morrow : 
Go, Damon, bid thy Muſe diſplay 
The yon of thy Chloe 8 . 


SONG 95. 


HEN Delia on the 

Aw'd by a thouſ: woke hn: 
j I wou'd approach, but dare not move ; 
Tell me, my_*-art, if this be love. 


© Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 
No other voice but her's can bear, 
No other's wit] nt her's approve ; 
Tell me, my if this is love. 


If ſhe ſome he” ſwain commend, 
& Tho” 1 was. once his fondeſt friend, 


# When the is abſent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before, 
The cleareſt ipring or ſhady grove; 
Tell me, tay heart, if this is 5 love 


_ — 


| 3 8 : 
Tell me, my heart, this is love. = ; 


\ 
S 
W 
? 


r 
When arm'd with inſolent diſdain 
She ſeem'd to triumph o'er my pain, 
I firove to hate, but vainly ſtrove 

T cl me, my heart, if this is love. 


SONG 9g. 


 OVE's a dream of mighty treaſure, 
| Which in fancy we poſſeſs ; 
In the folly lies the pleaſure, 


Wiſdom always makes it leſs. 


When we think, by paſſion heated, 
We a goddeſs have in chace ; 
Ii Ixion we are cheated, 
And a gaudy cloud embrace. 
Happy" only is the lover, 
Whom his On my deceives z 
Secking nothing to diſcover, 
He co lives at eaſe. 


But the wretch, that would be knowing 
What the fair one would diſguiſe, 
Labours for his own undoin 


Changing happy to be wife. 
'S$SONG 97. 
Daun on. Es | 
ELL me, my. Delia, tell me why 
My kindeſt, fondeſt looks you fly; 


What means that cloud upon thy brow } 
Have I offended ? Tell me how. 
Some change has happen'd in thy 1 
Some nival there gt a-part : 

7 2 


4 
- 
x —_— . 
Reaſon '<.Y 
* p 
7 
— 


| Your flatt'ry is not all for me: 


” i 
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Reaſon thoſe fears may diſapprore, 
But oh! I fear; becaue Ile Fo 


Fe D ELIA. 
Firſt tell me, Damon, why to- day 
At Belvidera's feet you lay; 
Why with ſuch warmth her charms nn 
And ev'ry trifling beauty rais d, 
As if you meant to let me ſee 


Alas! too well your ſex I knew, 
Nor was ſo weak to think you true. 


Damon. 


| Unkind! my falſhood to upbraid, i 
== When your own orders I obey'd : 
+ You big me try by this deceit 
+ The notice of the world to cheat, 
And hide beneath another name 
The ſecret of our mutual flame. 


"Dura. - 
Damon, your prudence I confeſs, 

& "But let me wiſh it had been leſs; 
Too well the lover's part you play d. 
Wich too much art your court you made: 

& Had it been only art, your eyes 

| | Would not hs join'd in the diſguiſe. 

2 Damon. 

EI 

$ b 

While thus at fancy'd wrongs you _—_ 

| To me a real pow * give. 


] 


Daria. 
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3 DETLIA. 

Tho* well I might your truth diſtruſt, 
My fooliſh heart believes you juſt: 
Reafon this faith may diſapprove, 

Bat I believe, betauſe I love. 


SONG 98. 


\Onfider, dear daughter, what tis to be rich, 
Nor ſpurn thus unwiſe at the blefling ; _ 
The views of being wealthy moſt women bewitch, 
Such huſbands are ſure worth poſſeſſing. 
You tell me he's filly, I ſay he has pence, 
His acres are boundleſs, his treaſures immenſe ; 
A coach and fix horſes are beauty and ſenſe 
Then prithee no longer refuſe him. 
SONG 99. 
Wire I meet my Celia's eyes, 
| Sweet raptures in my boſom riſe, 
+ My feet forget to move; | 
$he too. declines her lovely head, 8 
Foſt bluſhes o'er her cheeks are ſpread?: 
Sure this is mutual love! 
My 8 heart is wrapt in bliſs, 
Whene er I teal a tender kifs __ 
Beneath a filent gross 
She ſtrives to frown, and puts me by, 
Yet anger dwells not in her eye: 
Sure this is mutual love! 


\ 


And once, oh ! once, the deareſt maid, 2 0 
D 9 


i 


F 


_ 
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Some ſecret impulſe drove: 
Me, me, her gentle arms careſs'd, 
And to her boſom cloſely preſs d: 
Sure this was mutual love 


Tranſported with her blooming charms, 


A ſoft defire my boſom warms 


Forbidden joys to prove: 


Trembling for fear ſhe ſhould comply, 


She from my arms prepares to fly, 
Tho' warm'd with mutual love. 


' Oh! flay, L cry'd, —let Hymen's bands | 
| This moment join our willing hands, 


And all thy fears remove: 
She bluſh'd conſent, her fears ſuppreſs'd, 
And now we live, ſupremely letz d, 

A life of mutual love. 


| SONG 100. 
W HEN firſt by fond Damon Flavella was ſeen, 
He lightly regarded her air and her mien, 
The charms of her mind he alone did commend, 
Not warm as a lover, but cool as a friend ; | 


From friendſhip, not paſſion, his raptures did move, 


| 3 And he boaſted his heart was a ſtranger to love. 


Ne charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe was known, 
- Her face grew a wonder, her taſte was his own; 
Her manners were gentle, her ſenſe was refin d, 
And ev'ry dear virtue beam'd forth in her mind; 


= Still, ſtill for the ſanRion of friendſhip he ſtrove, 

& Till a figh gave the omen, and ſhew'd it was love. 
Now, proud to be conquer'd, he ſighs for the fair, 
" Grows dull to all pleaſure, but being with ** 


coc 
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He s mute till his heart-ſtrings are ready to break, 
For fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak ; 
And wanders a willing example to prove, 
That friendſhip with woman is fiſter to love. 


A lover thus conquer'd can ne'er offence, 
E 
His paſhon not wrinkles nor age can allay, 
Since founded on that which can never decay; 
And time, that can beauty's ſhort empire remove, 
Increaſing her reaſon, increaſes his love. 


SONG 101. 


N vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt 
That I, inconſtant, have * 1 
Or lov'd a fairer ſhe: 
Won d you, with eaſe, at once be cur d 
Of all the ills you've long endur'd, 
Conſult your glaſs and me. 


If then you think that I can find 
A nymph more fair, or one more kind, 
You've reaſon for you fears ; 
But if impartial you prove 
To your own beauty and my love, 
How needleſs are your tears! 
If in my way I ſhou'd, by — 
Give or receive a wanton glance, 
I like but while I view : | 
ou light the glance, how faint the kiſs, | 
1 0 to that ſubſtantial bliſs, | 
Cn I receive from you 


With wanton flight the curious bee 
From flow'r to Row” r fill wanders free, 
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And where each bloſſom blows, 
Extracts the juice of all he meets 
But for his quinteſſence of ſweets 

He raviſhes the role. 43 
So I, my fancy to employ 
In each variety of joy, 

From nymph to nymph do roam, 
Perhaps ice fifty in a day ; | 
They're all but viſits which I pay, 

For Chloe's itill my home. 


SONG 102. 


HO? cruel you ſeem to my pain, 
And hate me becaufe I am true 3 
Vet, Phyllis, you love a falſe ſwain, 
| Who has other nymphs in his view. 
| Enjoyment's a trifle to him; : 
= To me what a heaven twou'd be 
To him but a woman you ſeem, 
| But ah ! you're an Angel to me. 
== Thoſe lips which he touches in haſte, 
= To them I for ever could grow; 
Still clinging around that dear waiſt, 


That arm, like a lilly ſo white, 
= Which over his ſhoulders you lay, 
My boſom could warm it all night, 
My lips they would preſs i all day. 
= Were I like a monarch to reign, 
Were graces my ſubjects to be, 
I'd leave em and fly to the plain, 
To dwell in a cottage with thee. 


Which he ſpans as beſide him you ga, 


Bat 
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Bat if muſt feel thy diſdain, 

If tears cannot cruelty drown, 

Oh! let me not live in this pain, 
But give me my death in a frown. 


SONG 103 


EE LOE, by that borrow'd kiſs, 
I, alas! am quite undone ; 

"Twas ſo ſweet, fo fraught with bliſs, 
Thouſands would not pay that one. 

" Left the debt ſhould break your heart, 

Chloe ſmiling os, 

Come a thouſand then in part, 


For the preſent ſhall ſuffice. — For the preſent, Sc. 


SONG 104. Sang at Vauxhall Gardens. 


ORE bright the ſun —_ dawn, 
The _ birds to ; 
And flow'rets wr 9 o'er the lawn, 


In all the ſpring ; | 
When for a wreath young Damon bar. 
And finiling to me bro t it; 
Take this, he ery d, my deareſt maid ! _ 
And who, — aye, who'd have thought it? 
I bluſh'd the prefent to receive, 
And thank d him o'er and oer; 
When ſoft, he figh'd, my love forgive, 
I muſt have ſomething more; 
One kind ſweet kiſs will pay me beft; 
So earneſtly he ſought it, 
I let him Kiss me, 1 


And who; aye, who' d STI 


| 
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A ſwain that woo'd with ſo much art, 


No nymph cou'd long diſdain ; 
A ſecret flame ſoon touch'd my heart, 
And fluſh'd through ev'ry vein ; 
"Twas love inſpir'd the pleaſing change, 
From his my boſom caught it; 
"Twas ſtrange indeed, "Twas paſſing ftrange ;" 
And who, ——aye, who'd have thought it? 
Hark, Hymen calls l the ſhepherd cry'd, 
Let us, my fair comply ; 
We inſtant went, with love our guide, 
And bound the nuptial tie; 
And ever fince that happy day; 
As mutual warmeh has taught it, 
We fondly kiſs, and ſport, and play; 
And who, aye, who'd. have thought it ? 


JV 
e BY I PRE WEEDS 


i 1 And Stella's all bone, and her ſha is too mall: | 


Dear Chloe's. my wiſh, tho' extenfive her charms, 


= Tho' the front of her ſtays is too wide for my arms. 
Tis certain Miſs Fanny's a ſweet little dear, 
And Zephyrs bring odours when Lycy is near; 
= But Chloe's all ſweetneſs by nature 12 . 

8 uble - reſin d. 


j We might call her an hogſhead of do 


== When ſhe dances, then leaps my fond heart like a 


| ; When wi *n I preſs her, I'm loſt in a fog : 
== 1 beg for « kiſs, while my vows I renew, . 
= And imbibe half a pint of ambroſial dew. 
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She frequently mentions young Strephon the beau, 

But why ſhould I reckon my rwal a foe ? | 

E'en let him proceed, it will ne'er give me pain; 

We both ſhall find more than our arms will con- 
tain. | 

T've oft over-heard the ill-natur'd expreſſion, 

That beauty ſo bulky muſt pall in poſſeſſion : 

In his notion the critic is ſurely miſled, 

Love's flame by her fat will be conſtantly fed. 

Some nymphs have angelical ſweetneſs aud grace, 

But Chloe © rather a cherubim's face: 0 

She's always good-humour d, facetious, and free, 

And only gives pain when ſhe fits on my knee. 

I ſtart not, as timorous Fribbles have done, 

At the ſubſtance of three or four females in one; 

Firſt balance her weight with his majeſty's coin, 

Then let the dear ponderous charmer be mine. 


SONG 1056. 


VI. is ev'ry fond endeavour | 
Y To reſiſt the fatal dart, 
For example move us never, 


We muſt feel to know the ſmart, 
When the ſhepherd ſwears he's dying, 
@ And our beauties ſets to vie w; 
anity, her aid ſupplying, 
Bids us think it Af our due. | 
Lofter than the vernal hreezes * 
Is the mild deceitful ſtrain 
Frowning truth our ſex diſpleaſes, FO a 
Flattery never ſues in vain, RES __ 


4 
* 
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But too ſoon the happy lover 


Does our tend' reſt hopes deceive ; 
Man was form'd to be a rover, 
Fooliſh woman to believe. 


SONG 107. 
S ſoon hope for peace 'twixt the hawk and the 


dove, 
As to find it with woman and man; 
Or prompted by hate, or incited by love, 
th will deceive when they can. 
The ſhepherd, forgetful of oaths and of vows, 
Will run to a face that's more new; 
And often the woman, or maiden or ſpouſe, 
The very ſame method purſue, 
The youth to obtain the dear nymph he admires, 
By falſhood expreſſes his flame : 
To gain the lov'd boy who her boſom inſpires, 
Does not Chloe exactly the ſame ? 
How juſt's the diviſion ? Man' s born to perſuade ; 
We liſten, and think him fincere: 
But then, has not nature been kind to the maid ? 
She gave her the ſmile and the tear. 
Intrepid as heroes, men fnatch at their joy, 
And force us by ſtorm to comply : 
We, helpleſs poor creatures, by faſhion made coy, 
Conſent when we feebly deny. 
Like armies drawn out into martial arrays 
The ſexes call forth all their pow'rs; 
And if for the men goes the battle to-day, 
To-morrow the 0 is ours. 


SONG 
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dr I am, and yet unſkill'd 


How to make a lover yield ; 
How to keep and how to gain; 
When to love, and when to feign. 


Take me, take me, ſome of you, 


While I yet am young and true: 
E'er I can my ſoul diſguiſe, | 
Heave my breaſts, and roll my eyes. 


Stay not till I learn the way, 


How to lye and to betray : 
He that has me firſt is bleſt, 
For I may deceive the reſt. 


Could I find a blooming youth, 
Full of love and full of truth, 
Briſk and of a janty mein, 

I ſhould long to be fifteen. 


SONG 1c. 
N all the ſex ſome charms I find, 
I love to try all womankind, 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty, 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty, 
In Cupid's tetters moſt ſevere, 
J languiſh'd out the long, ong year, 
The ſlave of wanton Kitty, 
The ſlave of wanton Kitty. 


At length I broke the galling chain, 
And ſwore that love 2 endleſs pain, 8 
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One conſtant ſcene of folly, &c, 

I vow'd no more to wear the yoke, 

But ſoon I felt the ſecond ftroke, 
And figh'd for blue-eyed Polly, &. 


With treſſes next of flaxen hue 
Young Jenny did my ſoul ſubdue, 
That lives in yonder alley, c. 
Then Cupid threw another ſnare, 
And caught me in the curling hair 
Of little tempting Sally, Be. 


Adorn'd with charms tho” blithe and young, 
My roving. heart from bondage ſprung, : 
This yielding heart of nietal, Oc. | 


And now it wanders here and there, 
By turns the prize of brown and fair, 


But never more will ſettle, Fc. 

SONG no. Wt 

FP there a charm ye pow'rs above, 
To caſe a wounded breaſt ; 

Thro' reaſon's glaſs to look at love, * 


To wiſh, and yet to reſt? 
Let wiſdom boaſt, *tis all in vain, 
An empire o'er the mind; . 
Tris beauty, beauty holds the chain, 
And triumps o'er mankind, | 
And triumphs o'er mankind. 
Thrice-happy birds, who on the ſpray, | | 
1 hams prolong, . ns 
Your feather'd mates reward the Jay, 
And yield to pow'rful ſong; 1 
A — 4 | 5 y 
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By nature fierce, without controul, 
The human Savage ran 

'Till verſe refin'd the ſtubborn ſoul, | 
And civiliz'd the man, - 
And civiliz'd the man. 


Verſe turns aſide the tyrant's rage, 
And chears the drooping ſlave; 

It wins a ſmile from hoary Age, 
And diſappoints the grave: 

The force of numbers muit ſucceed, 

And ſooth each other ear; 

Tho' my fond cauſe ſhould Phœbus plead, 
He'd find a Daphne here, S 
He'd find a Daphne here. : 

Did heav'n ſuch wond'rous produce, 
To curſe our wretched . 

Say, muſt we all the heart accuſe, 
And yet approve the face? 

Thus, in the ſun, be-drop'd with gold, 1 55 
The baſking adder hes ; 

The ſwain admires each ſhining fold, 
Then graſps the ſnake and dies. 

Then graſp the ſnake and dies. 


SONG 11. 


EAR Chloe, attend, 
To th' advice of a friend, 
And for once be admoniſh'd by me: 
Before you engage 
To wed with old-age, 
Think how ſummer and winter agree. 
| Ms K 2 
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So ancient a fruit 
For want of a root, 

Is doom'd to a ſpeedy decay : 8 
Youth might ripen your charms, f 8 
But old-age in young arms, 

Is like froſty weather in May, 


Believe me, dear maid, ; 
When the beſt cards are play'd, E 

You ſeldom can meet with a trump ; ; 
And, to help the jeſt on, J 


When the ſucker is jones | 
What a plague would you do with a pump? c 
Let 3 of threeſcore, OD | 8 
Think of marriage no more; 8 
They need not be fond of that nooſe: 6 
The cripple that begs 
Without any legs 


| Can have no occaſion for ſhoes. 

| A elock out of repair, | f 
| Doth but badly declare, ; 

| The hour of the day or the night; | 
| For unleſs, my dear love, | 
The pendulum move, 

*T would be firange if the clock. ſhould go right- 


SONG. 112. 


ILVIA, wilt thou waſte thy pri 
Stran 


* 
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Round thee wilt thou never hear, 
Little wanton girls and boys, 
Sweetly ſounding in thy ear, 
Sweetly ſounding in thy ear, : 
Infant's prate and mother's joys ? 
Only view that little dove, 
Softly cooing to his mate; 
As a further proof of love, 
See her. for his kiſſes wait : 
Hark ! that charming nightingale, 
As he flies from ſpray to ſpray, 
Sweetly tunes an am'rous tale, 
Sweetly tunes, Sc. 
TI love, I love, he ftrives to ſay. 


Could I to thy ſoul reveal, 
But the leaſt, the thouſandth part, 

Of thoſe pleaſures lovers feel, 

. In a mutual change of heart: 

Then, repenting, wouldſt thou ſay, 

Virgin fears from hence remove, - 
All the time is thrown away, : 
All the time is thrown away, 

That we do not ſpend in love. 


SONG nz. 


(3 Damon, if you will, you may, 
Set ſpies and guards to watch my way; 
Or mark my looks with jealous eye, 
When any well-dreſs'd ſwain is nigh, 
Vet woman's wit a way will find, 
Ig ppite of caution, to be kin. 

| 3: For 
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For if myſelf I do not keep, 
| Inſtead of watching, you may ſleep. 
| Reſtraint does more the will engage 5 
The flame confin'd ftill fiercer burns, 
And paſſions check'd to madneſs turns: 
Tis er then to ſet me free, 
Than ſhut me under lock and key. 
For if myſelf, Oe. To £ 
When love does once the breaft inſpire, 
Like moths that play about the fire, 
Throꝰ careful s and watchful ſpies, 
It ruſhes fearleſs to the prize: 
Unleſs the will itſelf reſtrain, 
For if myſelf, Sc. = 
Would you ſecure the fair at home, 
Go bid her wander, bid her roam; 
Tir'd out with fops/ and fools all day, 
No more ſhe'll aſł abroad to firay: 
"Tis freedom ſelf muſt make her true, 
And fix her choice on none but you. 
For if ourſelves we do not keep, 


Inſtead of watching we may ſleep. 
SONG 114. 


Trephon, when you ſee me fly, 
Why ſhould that your fears create? 
Maids may be as often ſhy & 

Out of love, as out of hate : 
When from you I fly away, 
Tis becauſe I fear to ſtay. 


103 
Did 1 ont of hatred run, 


Oh ! 'tis worſe than death to fly ! 
But the danger is ſo great, 
Fear gives wings inſtead of feet. 
If you love me, Strephon, leave me; 
If you ſtay I am undone: 
Oh, you may with eaſe deceive me; 
Pr'ythee, charming boy be gone: 
The God's decree that we muſt part; 
They have my vow, but you my 2 
SONG 115. 
3 Hs. 
' OVE's an idle childiſh paſſion, 
Only fit for girls and boys ; 
Marriage is a curſed faſhion, 
Women are but fooliſh toys, 
Women are but fooliſh toys. 
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Spite of all the tempting evils, 
Still thy liberty maintain ; 
Tell 'em, el the pretty devils, 
Man alone was to reign, Sc. 
k. 
. 1 boaſter ! know thy duty, 
Thou who dar'ſt my power defy ; 
Feel the ſorce of love and beauty, 
Tremble at my feet and die, 
Tremble at my feet and die. 


Wherefore does thy colour leave thee ? 
Why thoſe cares upon thy brow ? 

Did the rebel pride 33 thee ? 

Ak him who's the monarch now, G. 


SONG 116. 


T ſetting day and riſing morn, 
. Wich ſoul that ſtill ſnall love thee, 
} I'll aſk of heaven thy ſafe return, 

| With all that can improve thee ; Z 

, IU viſit oft the birkin buſh, 
=— Where firſt you kind toid me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didſt infold me 


To all our haunts I will repair, 

EC By nwood, ſhaw, or fountain; 
Or where ws ſummer's day I'd ſhare, 
| With yon mountain : 

| There w the trees and flow'rs, 
Fo With * unteign'd and tender: 
Ty vows your mine, my love is * 


c 


My heart, which cannot v SN 
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SONG 117. 
The HicurLand Lavpy. 
HE lawland lads think 2 are ſine, 
But O they're vain and idly gaudy; 

How much unlike the graceful mien, 
And manly looks of my 2 ! 
* 


| y 
May heaven flill , 
The lawland and her highland laddy- 
f I were free at will to chuſe, 
To be the wealthieft lawland lady, 
I'd take young Donald without trews, 
With blue and belted plaidy. 
O my „Ee. 
The braweſt beau in Burrowſtown, 
In a' his airs with art made ready, 
Compar'd to him is but a clown; 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 
25 O my bonny, Cc. _ 
O'er Benty hill with him I'll run, 
And leave my lawland kin and daddy; 
Frae winters cauld and ſummer's fun | 
He'll fcreen me with his highland plaidy. 
O my boy, Sf. 
A painted room, and filken bed, 
May pleafe a lawland laird and lady; 
But I _ _= and be as 
Behind a buſh in's hi dy. 
O my bonny, — * Few 
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Few compliments between us paſs ; 
I ca' him my dear highland laddy, 
And he ca's me his lawland laſs, 

Sine rows me in beneath his plaidy. 

O my bonny, SS. | 

Nae greater joy I'll e'er pretend, 3 
Then that bis love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end 
While heaven preſerves my highland laddy. 

O my bonny, c. 


SONG 117. 


The HicnLand Lassy. 
HE lawland maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're ſour and unco' ſaucy ; 
Sae proud they never can be kind, 
Like my good humour'd highland laſſy. 

O my bonny bonny highland laſſy, 
My lovely ſmiling highland laſſy; 
May never care make thee leſs fair, 
But bloom of youth ſtill bleſs my laſſy. 
*Fore any laſs in Borrowſtown, | 
Who make their cheeks with patches motie, 
T'd take my Katy without gown, 
Dare footed in her little cotie. 
x O my bonny, &c. 
| Beneath the briar or bracken/buſh, 
Where'er I kiſs and court my dautie, 
Happy and blithe as ane wad wuſh, 
My flitt'ring heart gangs pittie pattie. 
| Omybonny, Sc, 


[207] 
O'er higheſt heath'ry hill I'll en, 
With cockit gun and cratches tenty, 
To drive the deer out of their den, 
To feaſt my laſs on diſhes dainty. 
O my bonny, Cc. 


There's nane ſhall dare, by deed ce wand, 
Gainſt her to wag a tongue or W. 
While I can wield my truſty ſword, 
Or frae my fide whiſk out a whinger, 
O my bonny, Oc. 


The mountains clad with purple bloom, 
And berries ripe, invite my treaſure 
To range with me ; let great folks gloom, _ 
While wealth and pride confound their pleaſure, 
O my bonny, Sc. 


SONG 119. 
8 why that clondy forehead ? 
Why ſo vamly croſs'd thoſe arms? 


Silly ſwain, thy aſpe& horrid 
Rather frightens her, than charms. 


Rouſe each dull and drooping ſpirit, 
* Fling away thy myrtle wreathe; 
Bumpers large of gen'rous claret 
Make thee love and raptures breathe} 


Sacrifice this juice prolific 
To each letter of her name; 
Bacchus deem' it a ſpecific, 
Why not mortals dv the ſame * 


0 [108] 
See the high-charg'd goblet ſmi 
Bids — Max gets - 


Wine's the liquor moft beguiling, 
Wine's * t. ve. 
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| Omeſtic bird, whom wintry blaſts : 
To ſeek for human aid compel, 
To me for warmth and ſhelter fly, 
Welcome beneath my roof to dwell. 
ies, thy hunger to relieve, 
'Þ daily A my window lay, 
Aſſur'd that daily thoſe ſupplies 
Wich prateful ſong thou wilt repay. 


Soon as the new returning ſpring | 
Shall call thee forth to woods and groves, 
Freely reviſit then the ſcene, 
Which notes ſo ſweet as thine — 


But if another winter's froſt 
Shall bring me back my gueſt again, 
Again with muſick come prepar'd, 
Thy friendly hoſt to entertain. 
The facred pow'r of RATIO, | 
In this its beſt effect appears 
That friendſhip in the ſtricteſt bend, 
It both engages and endears. 


In muſick's raviſhing delight, 
You feather'd folks with men agree 3 ; 
Of all the animated world, 

The only harmoniſts are we. 
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SONG 121. 


HEN yonder cooing doves retire, 
; And ſeem in am'rous ſhakles bound ; 
See, Delia, how the flow'rs aſpire, 

And ſhed delicious fragrance round, 

 Rais'd by the ſpring and nurs'd by ſhade, 
They flouriſh ſweetly to the eyes 

But autumn's haſting chills invade, 

And their gay beauties fade and dye. 
A flower, Delia, are thy charms, 
Which in youth's joyous ſeaſon blows : 
Like thy bright eyes, thy iv'ry arms, 

And cheeks where ſhine the Eden roſe. - 
But envious time, with creeping pace, 
Will on thy frame ſeraphic prey : 
Deſpoil thee of each matchleſs grace, 
And ſteal thee from thyſelf away. 
Wiſely admoniſh'd by the thought, 

Swift let us ſtop the whirling hour 
Pleaſure as flying ſhould be caught, 

E're age deprives us of the pow'r. 
Thee nature hath with beauty bleſs d, 

And bids thee multiply its ray; 
With too much ſenſe thou art poſſeſs d, 

Her bliſsſul call to diſobey. 


SONG 122. 


* A bonny lads were Sawney and Jockey, 


Sawney was lewd, but Jockey unlucky, 
Sawney was tall, well-favour'd and witty, 
But Jockey was all, * he was pretty: 


—— . ˙—Bh ö̃ ⁰d — « —— 
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For when he woo'd me, view'd me, ſu'd me; 
Never was lad ſo like to undo me, | 

| Fye, I cry'd, almoſt dy d, leſt he ſhould rue me, 
If Jockey ſhould gang, and come no more to me. 


Jockey would love, but he would not marry, 
And J was afraid left I ſhould miſearry; 

His cunning tongue with wit was fo gilded, 
That I was afraid left I might have yielded: - 
For when he bleſs'd me, preſs'd me, kiſs'd me, 
Loſt was the hour I thought when he miſs'd me, 
Crying, denying, and fighing I woo'd him, 
And mickle ado I had to get from him. 

But cruel fate robb'd me of my jewel, 


For Sawney would needs make him fight a duel ; 
Down in a dale with cypreſs ſurrounded, 

Oh! there to his death poor Jockey was wounded : 
But when he fell'd him, thrill'd him, kill'd him, 
Who can expreſs my grief that beheld him ! 

| Raging I tore my hair for to bind him, 
And vow'd and ſwore I'd not ſtay behind him. 
Thus Jenny for Jockey lay ſighing and weeping 
For the loſs of her dear, whilſt others are ſleeping ; 
And Sawney to ſee her thus ſorely diſtreſſed 

©, Fortheloſs of her dear, in his heart was oppreſſed; 
But when this deluder woo'd her, ſu'd her, 
She bid him be gone, and call'd him intruder, ' 
And ſaid, ſhould you die for my love I'd mock ye, 


SSS S 5.9 


Vou have been the cauſe of the death of my Jockey. E 
E Oh! Jockey, there's none that is left to inherit, IHe 
| The tythe of thy virtue, thy wond'rous merit: An 
| Thy goodneſs by me ſhall ne'er be forgotten, Ro 


I' fag out thy praiſe when thy carcaſs is rotten : Un 
i] __ e rn Fer | 
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For thou wert the faireſt, rare, and deareſ, 
And now thou art gone like a ſaint thou appeareſt. 
I'll have an thy grave ſtone this motto inſerted, 
«« Here lies lifeleſs Jockey, who dy'd broken- 
hearted.” 


SONG 123. 


Rs D be the wretch that's bought and ſold, 
And barters liberty for gold; => 

For when elections are not free, 

In vain we boaſt our liberty, 

And he who ſells his fingle right, 

Would fell his country, if he might, 


nen liberty is put to ſale 
For wine, for money, or for ale, 
The ſellers muſt be abject flaves, 
The buyers vile deſigning knaves : 
It has a proverb been of old, 
« The devil's bought but to be ſold.” 


This maxim, in the ſtateſman's ſchool, 

| Is always taught, Divide and rule. 
All parties are to him a joke, 

While zealots foam, he fits the yoke : 
When men their reaſon once reſume, 
Tis then the ſtateſman's turn to fume. 


» Learn, learn ye Britons to unite, 

eave off the old exploded bite; 

Henceforth let whig and tory ceaſe, 

And turn all party rage to peace: | 

Rouze, and revive your antient glory, 

Unite, and drive the world before ye. 
1 TY -- SONG 


or 
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1 SONG 124. 5 
\ 8 mufing I rang d in the meads all alone, 


A beautiful creature was making her moan : 
Oh the tears they did trickle full faſt from her eyes, 
And ſhe pierc'd both the air and my heart with 

ber cries. N 

| Oh the tears, &c.. > | | 
I gently requeſted the cauſe of her moan, 
She told me that ſweet Seniſino was flown ; 
And in that ſad poſture ſhe'd ever remain, 
Unleſs the dear charmer would come back again. 
Why, who is this mortal ſo cruel, ſaid J, 
That draivs ſuch a ſtream from ſo lovely an eye? 
To beauty ſo blooming what man can be blind, 
I o0o paſſion ſo tender what monſter unkind ? 
| "Tis neither for man nor for woman, ſaid ſhe, 
That thus in lamenting I water the lee; 
| My warbler celeſtial, ſweet darling of fame, 
1s a ſhadow of ſomething, a ſex without name. 
Perhaps tis ſome linnet, ſome blackbird, ſaid I, 


Perhaps tis your lark, that has ſoar'd to the sky; 


Come dry up your tears, and abandon that grief, 
4 Tu bring you another, to give you relief. 
No linnet, no blackbird, no sky-lark, ſaid ſhe, 


0 Fut one that's more tuneful by far than all three ; 


My ſweet Seniſino, for whom thus I cry, 

Is ſweeter than all the wing d ſongſters that fly. 
Adieu Farinelli, Cuzzoni likewiſe, 5 
Whom ſtais and whom garters extol to the ſkies ; 
Adieu to the opera, adieu to the ball, 


E.. My daillog is 2200, and © for for teens all 
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SON G 125. 


N vain the fleeting clouds we chide, 
Or bid the rolling billows ſtay, 
Like them does time our call deride, 
Like them in ſilence haſte away. 


Yet how unjuſtly we complain 
If we the preſent inſtant ſeize ! 
He wings his vagrant flight in vain, 
Spite of himſelf awhile he ſtays. 


If life's a paſſage all muſt tread, 
Happieſt who moſt unheeding ftray, 
Who follow where the graces lead, 
And ſtrow with flowers a thorny way. 


SONG 126. Sung at the Public Gardens. . 


INCE wedlock's in vogue and ſtale virgins 
deſpis'd, 1 
To all batchelors greeting, theſe lines are premis'd* 
I'm a maid that would marry, ah ! could I but find 
i care not for fortune) a man to my mind, 
(I care not for fortune) c. 


Not the fair-weather'd ſop fond'of faſhion and dreſs, 5 : 
Not the ſquire that can reliſh no joys but the chace ;- , 


- Not bt e rake whom no mörtals can 4 
bind, NR. 85 8 


Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my 4 
mind. : | 4. 44 8s 

j Not the ruby-fac'd ſot who topes world without end, 

Nor the drone who can't reliſh his bottle and friend; 


G : 
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Nor the fool that's too fond, nor the churl that's 
unkind, 


Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my 
mind. 


Not the rich with full bags without breeding or 
merit, 

Nor the flaſh that's all fury without any ſpirit; _ 

Nor the fine maſter fribble the ſcorn of mankind, 


Neither this, _ nor 't'other's the man to my 
mind. 


But the youth wha good ſenſe oy good nature 
| inſpire, 


Whom the brave muſt eflcem and the fair ſhould 


admire ; 


I In whoſe heart love and truth are with honour 


conjoin'd, 
This, this, and no other's the man to my mind. 


SONG 127. 


APPY the man, whom heaven ordains 
To tune the flender oaten reed; 
And on his own — 
He ne'er, by wild ambition led, 
Sweats in the duſty field of war; 
Nor ſeeks pw ho paths of fame to tread, 


Which dang'rous are. 
But under ſome green treereclin'd, 
Cloſe by a ain's flow'ry fide, 


To carve upon the tender rind, 
Is all his pride. 


Sweet 
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Sweet Roſalinda'spleaſing name 
On ev'ry neighb'ring tree is found; 
And with ſweet Roſalinda's fame 
The woods refound, 


Bleſt, that in innocence and love, 
Eſtrany'.. to envy, care and ſtrife, 
With ſolid pleaſures can improve 
Each hour of life. 

May this propitious lot be mine; 
EKRetir'd thus let me ſpend my days, 
So ſhall my ſongs, ye pow'rs divine, 

Your bounty — N 


SONG 128. 


ARUEL * can you leave me? 
Can you thus ung} prove ? 

Did you court me 22 —_ 

And to flight my conſtant love ? 


Falſe ungrateful ! thus to woo me, 
Thus to make my heart a prize ; 
Firſt to ruin and deceive me, 
Then to ſcorn and tyrannize. 
Shall I ſend to heav'n my prayer ? 
Shall I all my wrongs relate ? 
Shall I curſe the dear betrayer ? 
No, alas ! it is too late. 
Cupid, pity my condition, 
ierce that unrelenting ſwain, 
Hear a tender maid's petition, 
And reſtore my love again. 


ect 
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O ſhepherd was like Strephon gay, 
No ſwain to me ſo dear, 
"Twas rapture all the live long day, 
His ſong, his pipe to hear, 
Yet when de ſigh'd, and talk'd of love, 
His paſſion I'd forbid. 
For what I felt, to hide I ſtrove; 
| Upon my word I did. 
| The ſpring when nature wakes to youth 
And all looks life and joy, 
The ſummer ſun to Strephon's truth 
Saw Chloe ſtill was coy : 
At length he vow'd, thou cruel fair 
Diſdain my heart has freed, 
He ſpoke — left me in deſpair, 
Upon my word he did. 
Hos ſad, how penitent was I, 
My pride had caus d my pain, 
b * _ ” eve I us'd to ſigh, 
Oh! on, come again. 
F It Des bn ſought a tender lamb 
= That in the grove lay hid, 
= When thoughtleſs there 1 breath'd his name, 
= Upon my word J did. 
| is urpriz d my well known voice to hear, 
& 1n ſounds of ſoft delight, 
| Wich enger ſteps the youth drew near 
A met my raptur'd fight, 
1 


| No pow'r had I, all art was vain, 
| Of Strephon to get rid, 
bE heart confeſs'd the ſwain, 
pon my word 1 it did. - A 


Oh 
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Oh nymph, he ſaid, whoſe eyes to meet 

My ſoul, my joy o'erflows, 

The bee that roves from {ſweet to ſweet, 

Like me prefers the roſe. 

Ye maids, with whom Pe tript the plain 

Let other youths ſucceed, = 
My Chloe welcomes me again 

Upon my word ſhe did. e 
Whilſt bluſhes crimſon'd o'er my cheeks 

My hand with warmth he 3 
Oh ſpeak, he figh'd, my Chloe ſpeak, 

Shall Strephon now be bleſs'd. 1 
Oh who that lov'd ſo well, ſo long, 

The ſhepherd cou'd have chid ; 
Perhaps you think I held my tongue, 

Upon my word I did. 

SONG 175. 
MILE, ſmile, Britannia ſmile, 
Thy genius comes again, 
To guard thy fruitful iſle, 

And thunder o'er the main : 
Thy gallant ſons diſdain their eaſe, 
Now crown the miſtreſs of the ſeas, 

Now crown, Sc. 
While dauntleſs they advance, 

And bid the cannons roar, e ga 
They'll ſcourge the pride of France, 

And ſhake the Gallic ſhore. 

Deriding tempeſts o'er the waves, 
With courage never known to faves. 
Wich courage, &c. - | 


—— 41 
The decks all ſtain'd with blood, 


The bullets wing'd with fat, 


The wide and reſtleſs flood 
Cannot their rage abate. 
In Anſon and in Warren wake 
The ſouls of Ruſſel and of Blake. 

The ſouls, &c. 


Britons purſue the blow, 
Like ſons of freedom fight ; 
Convince the haughty foe, 
That you'll maintain your right. 
Defiance bid to France and Spain, 
Aſſert your empire o'er the main. 
Aſſert, &c. | | 


SONG 131. 


EASE Damon to purſue me, 
Nor tax me with diſdain, 

* While fondly thus you woe me 
re but encreaſe my pain: 

Thy mighty worth in 

No — with —.— — 
That worthy task's rewarding, 

= HI ſee in Strephon too. 

My eyes view'd both with pleaſure, 

And each deſerving own, 

= Efteem to both I meaſure 

Yet love but one alone; 

My heart ſo much divided 

In equal ſhare wou'd fall 

Did fancy not divide it 

And give a Strephon all. 


The 


hk. 


Py. wi 


e 
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The valiant or the witty 

Alone are born to pleaſe, 
"Tis Cupid wills our . pity, 

We chuſe whom he decrees ; 
Fate governs inclination, 

On that depends ſucceſs, 
Or why reward of paſſion 

Sould virtue ever miſs, 


SONG 132. 


OME Chloris leave thy wand'ring ſheep, 
Thou ſhalt more amorous creatures — 

And be the only envied dame, 

That moves upon this graſſy frame, 

For thou ſhalt herds of Cupids have, 

And love and I will be thy ſlave. 


In yonder myrtle grove we'll dwell, 
With more content than tongue can tell; 
Where hungry moles ſhall not affright 
Thy tender lambs or thee by night : 
There we the wanton thieves wall play, 
And ſteal each others hearts away. 


SON G 133. 


S blyth as the linnet ſings in the wood, 
80 blythe we'll wake, we'll wake the morn, 
And thro' the wide foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
We'll wind the bugle, bugle horn. 


The ſheriff attempts to take bold Robin Hood, 
Bold Robin diſdains to fly; 

Let him come when he will, we'llin merry Sherwood, 
Or ranquiſh boys gr die: Our 
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Our hearts they are ſtout, and our bows they are 


„ Aud well their maſter know ; 


They're cull'd in the foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
And ne'er will ſpare a foe. 


Our arrows ſhall drink of the fallow deer's blood, 
We ll hunt them all o'er the plain; 
And thro' the wide foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
No ſhaft ſhall fly in vain. 


Brave Scarlet and John, who were never ſubdu'd, 
Gave each his hand ſo bold; 

We'll reign thro' the foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
What ſay my hearts of _ 


SONG 134. 


N vain I try my ev'ry art, 
Nor can I fx a ſingle heart, 
Yet I'm not old nor * 
Let me conſult m 1 5 — — 
A face much worſe than this might paſs, 
Methinks I look full ſmuggly. 


Yet bleſs'd with all theſe pow'rful charms, 
The young Palzmon fled my arms, 

That wild unthinking rover: 
Hope, filly maids, as ſoon to bind 


The rolling ſtream, the fly ingy ind 
As fix a rambling lover. 


But hamper'd in the marriage nooſe, 
In vai-they ſtruggle to get looſe, 
And make a mighty riot: 
Like madmen how they rave and ſtare! 
A while they ſhake their chains and ſwear, 
And then lie down in quiet. SONG 


NG 


With light united day they give, 


Through caution's glaſs by reaſon lat, 


1 } 


„ N 'G 135. 
E E ſhe wakes ! Sabina "wakes! - 
And now the ſan begins to riſe; * 
Leſs glorious is the morn that breaks : 
From his bright beams, than her fair eyes? 


But different fates e' er night fulfil : 
How many by his warmth will live? 
How many will her coldneſs kill ? 


SONG 136. a of VavznALt. 

YE nymphs, who to the throne of _ 
With hearts ſubmiſſive bow; 

Who hope the mutual bliſs to prove, 
That crowns the nuptial vow ; 


Oh, view your lovers clearly; 
Nor think to wed till that preſent 
The man that loves you dearly. 


Still blind to wiſdom's ray, the rake 
No focial blifs allows ; 

And he that long has rov'd muſt make 
A good-for-nothing ſpouſe ; 

Nor chooſe the fop, tho' piteous fighs, 
Proclaim you've touch'd him nearly ; 


His own ſweet charms too much he'll prize, 
Nor can he love you dearly. 


But when, with ew ry manly grace, 
A youth with foul refin'd ; 


Who doating on your form and face, 
Thinks -brighter fall your mind; 
M 


When 
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When ſuch ſhall for the favour ſue, 
Oz, yield your hand ſincerely! !) 
And you'll love him, and he'll love you, 
To lite's laſt moment dearly. 


SONG 137. 


DLVYVTHE Jockey young and gay, 

B Is all my hearts delight ; 

He's all my talk by day, 

And all my dreams by night : 

If from the lad I be, 
"Tis winter then with me; 
But when he tarries here, 
"Tis ſummer all the year. 


When I and Jockey met | 
Firſt in the flow'ry dale, 
Right ſweetly he me tret, 
And love was all his tale: 
You are the laſs, faid he, 
That ſtaw my heart frae me; 
Oh ! eaſe me of my pain, 
And never ſhaw ditdain. 
Well can my Jockey kythe 
His love and courteſy ; 
He made my heart full blythe, 
When firit he ſpake to me; 
His ſuit I all deny'd, 
He kiſs'd and I comply'd ; 
Sae Jockey promis'd me, 


That he wad faithful be. 


( 123] 
Im glad when Jockey comes, 
Sad when he gangs away ; 
"Tis night when Jockey glooms, 
And when he ſmiles, tis day: 
When our eyes meet I pant, 
I colour, figh, and faint; 
What laſs that wad be kind, 
Can better tell her mind? 
SONG 138. 
W. buy a heart, Myrtilla cries; 
And throws around her wanton eyes ; 
An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air, 
A face, like lovely Hebe's, fair, 
A pair of eyes that wound at fight, 
And foil the diamonds piercing light; 
Come hither, ye that long to prove, 
The ſoul inchanting joys of love, | 
Come, quickly come, for he buys, that bids the 
moſt for me : = 
But let no ſordid wretch preſume, 
With even Croeſus' wealth to come, 
Nor vainly hope for gems, or gold, 
Such charms as theſe can ne'er be ſold ; 
So vile a change I ſcorn to make, 
For love's the only coin I take. 
 8$ONG 139. 
HE ſhepherd Adonis 
F Being weary'd with ſpo 


He for a retirement, 
To the woods did reſort: He 


) . 
* * 4 : 
on 


* 
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He threw by his crook, 

And he laid himſelf down ; 
He envy'd no monarch, 
Nor wiſh'd for a crown. 


He drank of the brook, 

And he eat of the tree, 
Himſelf he enjoy'd, 

And from — was free: 
He wiſh'd for no nymph, 
Were ſhe never ſo fair, 
Had no love nor ambition, 
And therefore no care. 


But as he lay thus 
In an ev ning fo clear, 
A heav'nly ſweet voice 
Sounded ſoft in his ear 
Which came from a ſhady 
Green neighbouring grove, 
Where lovely Amynta 
Sat ſinging of love. 


He wander'd that way, | 
And found who was there, T 
He look'd quite confounded „ 

To ſee her ſo fair: 5 
He ſtood like a ſtatue, 

Not a foot could he move; A 
Nor knew he what griev'd him, 

But he fear'd it was love, 


The nymph ſhe beheld him 
Wich a kind modeſt grace, 
Seeing ſomething chat pleas d her 
Appear in his face ; 


125 J 
With blaſhing a little, 
5 She to him did ſay, | 
Oh! ſhepherd what want ye, 
How came you this way? 
His ſpirits reviving, 
He to her thus ſaid, 
I was ne'er ſo ſurpriz'd 
At the fight of a maid; 
Until I beheld: thee 
From love I was free; 
But now I'm ta'en captive, 
My faireſt, by thee. 


SONG 140. 


EAR Chloe, whilſt thus beyond meaſure, 
You. treat me with doubts and diſdain, 
You rob all your youth of its pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old age of pain: 
Your maxim, that love is ſtill founded 
On charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be be very ill grounded, 
When once you its dictates obey. 


The paſſion, from beauty firſt drawn, 
Your kindneſs will -vaſtly improve; 
Soft ſmiles and gay looks are the dawn, 

Fruition's the ſun-fhine of love: 
And tho' the bright beams of your eyes, 
Should be clouded, that now are ſo gay. 
And darkneſs poſſeſs all the ſkies, d 

We ne'er can * it was day. 


Ole 
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Old Derby, with Joan by his fide, 
You've often regarded with wonder: 
He's dropfical, ſhe is ſore- ey d; | 
Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder: 
Together they totter about, 
Or fit in the ſun at the door, 
And, at night when old Derby's pot's out, 
His Joan will not ſmoke a whiff more. 
No beauty or wit they poſſeſs, | 
Their 3 failing to ſmother; 
Then what are the charms, can you gueſs, 
That make them ſo fond of each other ? 
"Tis the pleaſing remembranee of youth, 
The endearments that love did beſtow : 
The thoughts of pleaſure and truth, 
And the beſt of all bleflings below, 
Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, 
Which fickneſs nor time can remove; 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age * the winter of love, 
A friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 
By reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe; 
The current of fondneſs ſtill flows, 
Which decrepid old age cannot freeze. | 


SONG 141. 
TL 7 HILE others ſtrip the new fall'n ſaows, 


VY And fteal it's fragrance from the roſe, 
To dreſs their fancy's queen * 

Fain would I ſing, but words are faint, 

All mufick's powers too weak to paint, 
My Jenny of the green. Beneath 


„ 1 
Beneath this elm, beſide this ſtream, 
How oft I've tun'd the fav'rite theme, 
And told my tale unſeen | 
While faithful in 4 lover's cauſe, 
The winds would murmur ſoſt applauſe | 
To Jenny of the green. 
With joy my foul reviews the day, 
When deck'd in all the pride of May, 
She mne, ſy e 1 
Then ev'ry nym that hop” EI. 
Of jenny of the green. 
Then deaf to ev'ry rivaF's figh, 
On me ſhe caſts her eye, 
Nor fcorn'd my humble mien; 
The fragrant myrtle wreath I wear, 
That * adorn'd the lovely hair 


Jenny of the green. 
Res fairy land of love; 
Tu ſeek my pretty wand'ring dove, 
The pride of gay fifteen; 
Though now ſhe bel fame diſtant plaing 
Though far apart, I'll meet again 
5 My Jenny of the green. "i 
t though old. time, till that leg — 
Thar brings her hack with y digt, 
the hqurs cen, 
2 . we meet, the loſs repay, 
* wing, 22 my ſtay 
Jenny of the green. 


*  $0NG] 
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.SQNG 142. 


F I live to grow old, as I find I grow down, 
May this be my fate: in a country town 


| te, 
And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate. 
May 1 ; govern my paſſion with an abſolute 
_ ſway, 
And grow wiſer and better as my ſtrength 
wears away, 
Without gout or ſtone by a gentle decay, 
by a gentle decay. 
| In a country town by a murmuring brook, 
With the ocean at diftance whereon I may look, 
Wich a ſpacious plain without hedge or ſtile, 
And an eaſy pad-na ag ride out a mile. 
May I govern, | 
| With Horace and Perrarch, and two or three 
more 
Of the beſt wits that liv'd 3 in the ages before 3 


And clean, tho' coarſe, linen at every meal. 

| May I govern, &c, 

With a pudding on ſundays, and ſtout humming 
| liquor, 

And * of latin to welcome the vicar; 


To drink the king's health as oft as I dine. 
May I govern, Sc. 
| When the days are drawn ſhort and it freezes 


and ſnows, 


May I have a coal fire as high as my noſe, A 


Let me have a ſmall houſe, with a ſtone at my 5 


With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven'ſon, nor teal, 5 


Wich a hidden reſerve of Burgundy wine, 


9 Www ww 


tim! 


A fire which, when ſtirred up with a ag 
Will keep the room — the might 


1 t govern, &c. 


M4 6 Op undaunted may I face the laſt 
ay, 
And when I am dead may the better ſort ſay, 
In the morning when ſober, in th' evening when 
mellow, 
He's gone and has not left behind his feltow : 
For he govern'd his paſſion with an abſolute 
ſway, 
And grew wiſer and better as bis Lrength - 
Wore away, 
Without gout or * by « gentle * 
y 2 ä au. 


SONG 143. 


N? glory I covet, no riches I Want, 
Ambition is nothing to me; 

de one thing 7 beg of Kind heaven to grant, 
Is à mind r free 

vich paſſions unruffled, untainted with * 
wy reaſon ay let me ſquare : 

e wants OF my nature arg cheaply ſypply'd, 
And the reſt are but folly and care. 


The bleſlings, which providence freely. has lent, 
II juſtly and gratefully prize ; 5 
Vhile ſweet meditation and chearful con tent 
Shall make me both healthy and wiſe. 


In 


4 


43 And the brook, in return to his pain, 


[ 130 ] 
In the pleaſures the great man's poſſeſſions diſplay 
Unenvy'd I'll challenge my part; 
For e'ery fair object my eyes can ſurvey 
Contriþutes to gladden my 


How vainly, 2 infinite . and ſtrife, 
The many their labours employ ! 

Since all that is truly delightful in life, 
Is what all, if they will, may enjoy. 


SONG 144. 


Eſpairing beſide a clear ſtream 

A ſhepherd forſaken was laid; | 

And whilſt a falſe nymph was his theme, 
A willow ſupported his head ; 

The wind, that blew over the plain, 

To his fighs with a figh did reply ; 


Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas ! filly. ſwain that I was, 
Thus fadly complaining he cry'd; 
When firſt I beheld that fair face, of 
*Twere better by far I had dy d: : 


C She talk'd, and 1 bless d the * tongue 3 


When ſhe ſmil'd 'twas a pleaſure too went 
I liſten'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, . 
'Was nighringale ever ſo ſweet ? 


. How fooliſh was I to believe 


1 
1 
/ 
She could doat on ſo lowly a down; 1 
Or chat her. fond heart would not grieve 6 


To forſake the 8 folks of che town! * 
To 


To 


* 


[ 231 ] 
To think that a beauty ſo gay 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove, 
To be clad like our maidens in grey, 
Or live in a cottage on love! | 
What tho' I have ſkill to complain, oy 
Tho' the muſes my temples have crown'd ? 
What tho', when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 
The virgins fit weeping around? 
Ah Collin ! thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign ; 


Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain, 


Whoſe muſic is ſweeter than thine. 
And you, my companions ſo dear, 


Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, 

Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid: 

Tho through the wide world I ſhould range, 
"Tis in vain from my fortune to fly; 


Twas hers to be falſe and to change, 


_ *Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 
If, whilſt my hard fate, to ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt any pity is found, . 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
And fee me laid low in ground 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew; 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 


Then to her new love let her go, 


And deck her in golden array, x 
Be fineſt at e'ery fine ſhow, ; 
And frolick it all the long day: 


* 


| 1 132 5 
_ Whilſt Collin, 125 and gone 
No more ſhall be heard . or ſcen, © 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon 
His . ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


$ONG 145. 


| Dawn of hope my ſoul revives. 
And baniſhes deſpair ; 


1 woven with the poplar-bough 


[ 133 ] 
Cuckow ! cuckow ! word of fear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd ear. 


When ſhepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws, 


And merry larks are plowmen's clocks; 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 
And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks 3 


The cuckow then on ev'ry tree 


Mocks marry'd men, for thus fi he: . 
Cuckow ! Cuckow ! word of 1 
Unpleaſant to a marry'd ear. 


$O-NG 147. 


OT angel dwells above 

Half ſo fair as her I love: 
Heaven knows ſhe ne er can grieve me. 

If he ſmiles, I'm bleſt indeed; 

If the frowns, I'm quickly freed ; * 

| Heaven knows in the 18 ne er can grieve me. 

None can love her more than I, 

Yet ſhe ne er ſhall make me die. 
If my flame can never warm her, 

Other beauties ['ll adore, 2 

I ſhall never love her more, 1 
Cruelty will ſo deform her. — 


8 ON G 148. 
U'd you taſte the noon tifle-air?- 
To yon fragrant bow'r tepair, 


* 


vine will ſhelter you. 1 


5 A 
| 2 b 
Fd 
* 
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Down each fide a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 
Sultry Phebus ſcorching round. 


Round the languid herds and ſheep 
Stretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks ſleep, 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 
The fair does all alone repoſe: 


All alone — and in her arms 

Your breaſt may beat to love's alarms ; 
Till bleſs'd, and bleſſing, you ſhall own 
'The joys of love are joys alone. 


SONG 149. 


OW pleaſant a failor's life paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the watery main ! 
No treaſure he ever amaſſes, . 
But chearfully ſpends all his gain, 
| We're ſtrangers to and faction, 
To honour and honeſty true; 
And would not commit a baſe action 
For power or profit in view. 
220 | _CHorvs. : 
Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys ? 


* 


A light heart and a thin pair of breeches 


Goes thorough the world, brave boys. 
The world is a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleſſings of life, 
The toiler with plenty rewarding, 
Which plenty too often — Rvite, 


WE 


SW 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous billows affright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But ſkilful induſtry ſteers right. 
Then why ſhould we, &c. 


The courtier's more ſubje to way wy 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 

Than we who, to politicks ſtrangers, 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 

The various bleſſings of nature 
In various nations we try: 

No mortals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 

Then why ſhould we, &c. 


SONG 150. 
o plain, dear youth, theſe tell tale eyes 


My heart your own declare; 

But for heav'n's ſake, let it ſuffice 
You reign triumphant there. 

Forbear your utmoſt r to try, 
Nor 1 urge L725 8 

Preſs not for what I muſt deny, 
For fear I ſhould obey. 


But could your arts ſucceſsful prove. 
Would you a maid undo, 

Whoſe greateſt failing is her love, 
And that her love for you? 


Say, would you uſe that very pow'r 
You from. her fondneſs claim, 
To SE fatal hour 
* ke A life ſpotleſs mn] 


ESA, 
Reſolve not then to do an ill, 
Becauſe perhaps you may; 

But rather try your 
To ſave me than betray. 


Be you yourſelf my virtue's guard, 
Defend, and not purſye; 
Since tis a taſk for me too hard, 


To ire with love and you. 
SONG 151. 


HEN icicles on the wall, 

And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nails, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pails ; 
When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 

Then nightly fings the ſtaring owl, 

To-whit, to-whoo, a merry note, 

While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 


When all aloud the wind doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the parſon's ſaw, 
And birds Et bre brooding in the ſnow, 

And Marian's —_ looks red and raw; 
Then roaſted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 
And nightly ſings the ſtaring owl, 
To-whit, to-whoo, a 


While greaſy Joan doth Rec the pot 


$ONG 152. 


H, Til have a huſba ! ay, marry; 
| For why ſhould I longer tarry, 


1 137 J 

For why ſhould I longer x 

Than other briſk gil have done ? 
For if I ſtay, till I gro 
They'll call me old 11 = fulty old jade; 
Bo I'll no longer tarry; 
But I'll have a huſband ay marry, 

If money can buy me one. 


My mother ſhe ſays I'm too coming ; 

And ſtill in my ears ſhe is drumming, 

And ſtill in, &c. | 
That I ſuch vain thoughts ſhould ſhun. 

My fiſters they cry, oh fye! oh fye! 

But yet I can ſee, . they're as coming as me; 

So let me have huſbands in plenty : 

I'd rather have twenty times twenty, 

Than die an old maid undone. 


8 0 N G 153. 
12 wanton . chat pierces hearts, 
dips in his pointed darts; 


But the nymph acta to pine, 
Who babes the wound with roſy wine, 


Farewel lovers when they're cloy d; 
If I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy d, 

| Sure the favcamith fops are free 
To rid me ef dull company. 


They have charms whilſt mine can pleaſe, 
I love them much, but more my eaſe; 
No jealous fears my love moleſt, 


* faithleſs vows ſhal! break my reſt. | 
N N 3 | Why 


„ 
Why ſhould they e' er give me pain, 
Who to give me joy ? 
All I hope of mortal man 
Is to love me whilſt he can. 


SONG 
HAF tha“ they call . 


®K I it plainly in the 
That for SS I "might hy 
Oz), couw'd I ſee the day! 
Would 2 but attend my call, 
a at play, at ring, at ball, 
rave the proudeſt of them all, 
wi a ſtand 1 the way. 


Surrounded by a croud of beaux, 

With ſmart toupees and powdered clothes, 
At rivals I'll turn up my noſe; 

Oh, cou'd I ſee the day! 

III dart ſuch glances from theſe eyes, | 
Shall make ſome lord or duke my prize; 


And then, oh rannze, 
With a Rand d- der ts e way. 


SONG 155. 


N ev'ry hill, in every grove, 
Along the margin of each fiream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 
1 I mourn, and Damon is my theme : 'B 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
Yur Damon there I nd in vain, | 


# AM —© 


W. 


„ 
Now to the moſſy cave I fly, 
Where to my ſwain I oft have ſung, 
Well pleas'd the browſing goats to ſpy, 
As o'er the airy ſteep they hung: 
The moſſy cave, the goats remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


Now thro' the rambling vale I'll paſs, 
And figh to ſee the well-known ſhade ; 
I weep, and kiſs the bended S. | 

Where love and Damon fondly play'd: 
The vale, the ſhade, the graſs remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain, 

From hill from dale each charm is fled, 

Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more; 

Each ſflow'r in pity droops its head, 

All nature does my loſs deplore: 

All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 
Yet Damon till I ſeek in vain. 


| SONG 156. 
F Kiny, enen and young, 


As wild as colt untam'd, 
* the fair from whence ſhe ſprung, 
ith little rage enflam'd. | 


Enflam'd with rage at fad reſtraint, 


Which wiſe mamma ordain'd, 
And ſorely vex'd to play the faint, 
Whilſt wit and beauty reign'd. 
Shall I thumb holy books, confin'd, 
With Abigails forſaken ? 4 
Kitty's for other things deſign'd : 
Or I am much miſtaken.  Wuſt 


7G 


* [140] 
- Muſt lady Jenny friſ about, 
And viſit with her couſins? 
At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
And brings home hearts by dozens ? 


What has ſhe better, pray, than I;? 
What hidden charms to boaſt? 
That all mankind ſhould for her die, 
_ Whilſt I am ſcarce a toaſt. 
Deareſt mamma, for once let me, 
| Unchain'd, my fortune try ; 

Tul have my earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. 


Tu ſoon with Jenny's pride quit ſcore, 
Make all her lovers fall : 
They'll grieve I was not Ioos'd before; 
She, 1 was loos'd at all. 
Fiondneſs prevail'd, mamma gave way, 
Kitty, at hearts deſire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fixe ! 


| SONG: ©. 
K--T--y G--NN--G. Sung by Mr. CHAMP» 
NESS, at Marybone Gardens, . 


HILE others on exalted wing, 
| The fates of arme, or heroes ſing, 
With matchleſs art and cunning ; 

A gentler theme attracts my muſe, wy 

A theme Apollo's ſelf might chooſe, + - 


Oh, 


— ,9z 


» to 
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Oh, had the god beheld this fair, 
When Daphne caus'd his am'rous care, 
And baulk'd his wiſh by running; 
His heart had felt a fiercer flame, 
The rival of the laurel'd dame, 
Had then been K—t—y Gnmn-g. 


The little loves attend her air, 
And tangled in her filver hair, | 
Make fate too ſure for ſhunning ; 
Her looks, ah, there deſcription dies ! 
For what can paint the beaming eyes 
Of charming K—t—y G—nn—yg. 
Tho' ſome aſſert the female tongue 
Is ever reſtleſs, ever wrong, 
Our ears with prattle ſtunning; 
Yet bleſt with wit ſenſe refin'd, 
And bright at once in form and mind, 
Is blooming K—t—y G—nn—g. 


SONG 158. In Initatim of Shakeſpear. 


HERE was a time that I forfwore, 
All women from my heart ; 
And vow'd that I'd regard no more, 
The urchin Cupid's dart. 
Tho' now I love | I keep Jove's laws, 
93 _ 2 
at I thought a woman was, 
Doth prove a goddeſs now. 
But ſhould the the g this proof, 
Wie fool ne wake 
To he content to loſe an oath, 


To gain a paradiſe, 


— 
a 


SONG 


F 
| SUNG 9. 
E winds to whom Collin complains, 
In ditties ſo ſad and fo ſweet, 
Believe not the ſhepherd that feigns 
He's wretched, to ſhew he has wit : 
No charmer like Collin can move, 
And this is ſome pretty new art; 
Ah ! Collin's a juggler in love, 
| And likes to play tricks with my heart. 
When he will he can figh arid look pale, 
Seem doleful, and alter his face ; | 
Can tremble, and vary his tale; 
Ah! Collin has every pace. 
The willow my rover prefers - 
To the breaſt where he once lov'd to lie; 
And the ſtreams, which he ſwells with his tears, 
Are rivals belov'd more than I. | 
| His head my fond boſom would bear, 
And my heart would ſoon beat him to reſt ; 
Let the ſwain that is ſlighted deſpair, 
But Collin is only in jeſt: | 
No death the deceiver deſigns ; 
Let the maid that is ruin'd deſpair, 
For Collin but dies in his lines, - 
And gives himſelf that modiſh air. 
Can ſhepherds, bred far from the court, 
So wittily talk of their flame? 
When Collin makes paſſion his ſport, 
Beware of ſo fatal a game. 
My voice of no muſic can boaſt, 
Nor my perſon of ought that is fine; 
But Collin may find, to his coſt, 
A face that is fairer than mine. -..* : All 


„ | 
Ah! then L will break my lov'd crook, 
To thee I'll bequeath all my ſheep ; 
And die in the much-favour'd brook, 
Where Collin does now fit and weep : 
Then mourn the ſad fate that you gave, 
In ſonnets ſo ſmooth and divine; 
Perhaps I may riſe from my grave, 
To hear ſuch ſoft muſic as thine. 


Of the vi'let, the daiſy, and roſe, 
The heart's-eaſe, the lilly, and pink, 
Let thy fingers a garland compoſe, 
And crown the lov'd rivulet's brink. 
How oft, my dear ſwain, did I ſwear 
How much my fond ſoul did admire =_— 
Thy verſes, thy ſhape, and thy air, | 
Tho' deck'd in thy rural attire | 
Your ſheep-hook you rul'd with ſuch art, 
That all your ſmall ſubjects obey d; 
And ſtill you reign'd king of this heart, 
Whoſe paſſion you falicly upbraid. 
How often, my ſwain, have I ſaid, 
That thy arms were a palace to me, 
And how well I could live in the ſhade, 
Tho' adorned with nothing but thee ! 


Oh ! what are the ſparks of the town, 
Tho' never ſo fine and ſo gay? 
I freely would leave beds of down, 
For thy breaſt and a bed of new hay. 
Then, Collin, return once again, 
Again make me happy in love ; 
Let me find thee a faithful true ſwain, 
And as conſtant a nymph I will prove. 


So 
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NCE more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, 


To hills and dales my paſſion tell, 
A flame which time can never quell, 
But burns for thee, my Peggy. 
Far greater bards the lyre ſhou'd hit, 
For ſay, what ſubject is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling wit 
And bloom of lovely Peggy ? 


The ſun firſt riſing in the morn, 

That paints the dew-beſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn, 
As does my lovely Peggy. 

And when, in Theus' lap to reſt, 

He fireaks with gold the ruddy weſt, 
He's not ſo beauteous as undreſt 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 
When Zephyr on the vi'let blows, 


Or breathes upon the damask roſe, 


It does not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
| As does my lovely Peggy. 
I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 
And truſt me, (nought but truth I ſay) 
The fragrance of the blooming May 

Is not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 
Were ſhe array d in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flgeks I'd feed, 


| | And pipe upon my oaten reed, 


To pleaſe my lovely Peggy. 


Wich 
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With her a cottage wou'd delight ; 

All's happy when ſhe's in my fight, 

But when ſhe's gone 'tis endleſs night, 
All's dark without my Peggy. 

While bees from flow'r to flow'r ſhall rove, 

And linnets warble thro? the grove, 


Or ſtately ſwans the waters love, 


So long ſhall I love Peggy. 5 
And when death with his pointed dart 
Shall ſtrike the blow that rives my heart, 
My words ſhall be, when I depart, 

Adieu, my lovely Peggy! 


SONG 16x. 


EB. with Delia's coy diſdain, 


Jeſpairing Damon iwore, 
He'd now diſpel his am'rous pain, 
Nor think of woman more; 
But firſt each pledge of former love, 
Each prefent he'd reclaim : 
Then haſtens to the neighb'ring grove, 
And thus addreſs'd the dame: 
Falſe fair, thou know'ſ that taper crook, 
That faithful dog that guards thy flock, 
That ſcrip too, once were mine; 
But ſince my love unheeded dies, 
Since you no more the giver prize, 
His love and gifts reſign. 
With milder mien and ſmoother brow, 
And well diiſembled fighs, 
The fair one meets her ſhepherd now, | 
Aud bluſhing thus replics: ; \ 
0 What- 


* 
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Whate'er thy fickle fondneſs gave, 

Thine av 'rice back again ſhall have; 
But oh! remember, ſwain, | 

With ev'ry : q' a kiſs you join'd, 

Be then thoſe kiſſes now reſign d, 

Nor will I ought retain. 


'Thus ſaying, to the youth ſhe flew, 
Around his neck her arms ſhe threw, 
Her lips to his applied ; 
Her ſwelling boſom preſs'd to his, 
Infus'd her ſoul at ev'ry kiſs, 
And quite forgot her pride. 
With raptures joyful Damon hears 
His bliſs too great to bear; 


Then thus with fault” ring voice he chears 


The penitential fair : 


Forgive, my love, my life, my joy, 

F — thy rude il- manner d 5 
Who dar'd his griefs diſplay: 

My crook, m flock, my all be thine ; 

. Let this, my fair de only mine, | 

Io love and to obey. 
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OR many unſucceſsful years 
At Cynthia's feet I lay, 
14. b often with my tears; 
d, but durſt not pray. 


I _ — wretch before the ſhrine 
| Of ſome lov'd faint above 
Der thought his goddeſs more divine, 
E Or more awful love. 22 


. „„ 

Still che diſdainful nymph look'd down. 
Wich coy inſulting pride, 

Receiv'd my paſſion with a frown, 

And abu her head aſide. 


Then Cupid whiſper'd in my ear, > 
Uſe more prevailing charms ; 

You modeſt, whining fool, draw near, 
And claſp her in your arms. ON 


Wich eager kiſſes tempt the maid, 

From Cynthia's feet depart ; 
The lips he briſkly muſt invade, 

That would poſſeſs the heart. 


With that I ſhook of all the flave, 
My better fortune try'd ; 
When Cynthia in a moment gave ' 


What the for Fawn ny 'd, 
s ON G 163. 


F Anna's charms let others tell, 
Or bright Eliza's beauty. ; - 
My ſong ſhall be of Blowſabel, 


To fing of her's my duty : 


The fair, who arm'd with Copid's darts, 
His flames, and other matters, 

Is all around behung with hearts, 
As beggars are with tatters. 


To laviſh nature much ſhe owes, ; 
And much to education; 5 
The girls and boys, and belles and beaux, 
Arte e firuck with admiration : | | 
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For blended in her cheek there lies 
The carrot and the turnip : 

And who beholds her blazing eyes, 
His very heart they burn up. 


Her dainty hands are red and blue, 
Fler teeth all black and yellow; 
Het curling hair of ſaffron-hue, 

_ Her lips like any tallow. 


Her voice ſo loud, and eke ſo fhrill, 

| Far off it is admir'd : 3 

| Her tongue — which never once ſtood ſill, 
And yet was never tir'd. 


Ten thouſand wonders riſe to view 
All o'er the lovely creature ; 
| The pearly ſweat, like morning-dew, 
| - Gilds ev'ry ſhining feature! 
As Iſaac of his Eſau ſaid, 
She like a foreſt ſavours: | 
Thrice happy man for whom the maid 
Reſerves her hidden favours ! 


Oh Blowſabel ! for thee we pant, 
To thee our hopes aſpire ; 

For thou haſt all that lovers want 
To quench their raging fire. 


Then kindly take us to thine arms, 
And in compaſſion ſave us 

From Anna's and Eliza's charms, 
Which cruelly enſlave us. | 
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SONG 164. 


E _ „whom fancies and troubles per- 
ex, £ 
Whom folly as A and infirmities vex ; 

Whoſe lives ly know what it is to be bleſt, 
Who riſe without joy, and lie down without reſt; 
Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care. 
Old maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for ia vain, 

And young ones the rover they cannot regain ; 
The rake ſhall forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy'd : | 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


The wife at one draught may forget all her wants, - 

Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants ; * 

The troubled in mind ſhall go hembel away, 

And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to day: 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care. 


SONG 165. 


OURN, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn 
Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurel torn ! 
Thy ſons, for valour long renown'd, 
Lie ſlaughter'd on their native ground: 
Thy hoſpitable roofs no more | 
Invite the ftranger to the door ; 
In ſmoaky ruins ſunk they lie, 
The monuments of cruelty, 
G The monuments, &c. 


[ x50 ] 
The wretched owner ſees afar 
His all become the prey of war, 
Bethinks him of his babes and wife, 
Then ſmites his breaſt, and curſes life ! 
Thy ſwains are famiſh'd on the rocks, 
Where late they fed their wanton flocks ; 
Thy raviſh'd virgins ſhriek in vain, 
Thane infants periſh on the plain, 
Thine infants, Cc. 

What boots it, that in ev'ry clime, 
'Thro' the wide · ſpreading waſte of time, 
Thy martial glory, crown'd with praiſe, 

Still ſhone with undiminiſh'd blaze ? 
Thy tow'ring ſpirit now is broke, 

Thy neck is bended to the yoke ! 
What foreign arms eould never quell, 
By civil rage and rancour fell ! 

By civil rage, &c. 
The rural pipe and merry lay 
No more ſhall chear the happy day; 
No focial ſcenes of gay delight 
Beguile the dreary winter's night; 
No ſtrains but thoſe of ſorrow flow, 
And nought be heard but ſounds of woe; 
While the pale phantoms of the ſlain 
Glide nightly o'er the ſilent plain, 
Glide nightly, Sc. 

O baleful cauſe! O fatal morn, 
- Accurs'd to ages yet unborn | 
The ſons againſt their fathers ſtood, 
The parent ſhed his children's blood: 
Yet when the rage of battle ceas'd, 
The victor's ſoul was not appeas'd ; 


y 


1 
| The naked and forlorn muſt feel | 


Devouring flames and conqu' feel * 
Devouring flames, Ce. 2 


The pious mother, deem d to death, 
Forſaken wanders oer the heath; . 
The bleak wind whiſtles round her head, 
Her helpleſs orphans ery for bread ; N 
Bereft of ſhelter, fo, « and friend, 
She views the ſhades of night deſcend b: 
And, ftretch'd beneath inclement ſkies, 
: Weeps o'er her tender babes and dies | 
Weeps o'er, &c. 
While the warm blood bedews my veins, 
And unimpair'd remembrance reigns, 
Reſentment of my country's fate, 
Within my filial breaft ſhall beat ; 
_ ſpite of her inſulting foe, 
My ſympathizing verfe ſhall flow : 
Mourn, Fapleſs Caledonia, mourn 
Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurel torn ! 
Thy baniſh'd peace, c. 
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ROM morn to night, from day to day, 
At all times and at every place, 
You ſcold, repeat, and fing, and ſay, 
Nor are there hopes, you'll ever ceaſe. 
Forbear, my Celia, oh | forbear, 
If your own health, or ours you prize; 
For all mankind that hear you, ſwear 
Tour * s more killing than your eyes. 


Your 


[ 152 ] 
Your tongue's a traytor to your face, 
Your fame's by your own noiſe obſcur'd, 
All are diſtracted while they gaze; 
But if they liſten, they are cur d. 
Your filence wou'd acquire more praiſe, 
Than all you ſay, or all I write; 
| One look ten thouſand charms diſplays ; 
Then huſh—and be an angel quite. 


 $ONG 157. 
The Fair REcLuse. 


E ancient patriarchs of the wood, 55 
* That veil around theſe awful glooms, 
Who many a century have ſtood 
= In verdant age, that ever blooms, 


| Ye Gothic tow'rs, by vapours denſe, 
| Obſcur'd into ſeverer ſtate, 

In paſtoral magnificence 
At once ſo ſimple and ſo great. 


all your jealous ſhades on me, 
| e e hoary elders do ye ſpread ? 
4 Fn innocence ſhou'd ſtill be free, 


Nought ſhou'd be chain'd, but what we dread, 


Say, mulſt theſe tears for ever flow? 

| Can I from patience learn content, 

EF While ſolitude ſtill nurſes woe, 5 

And leaves me leiſure to lament. 

My guardian ſee !—who wards off peace, 
| Whoſe cruelty is his employ, 

| Who bids the tongue of tranſport ceaſe, 
And flops each avenue to joy? E 
| res. 
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Freedom of air alone is giv'n, 
To aggravate, not ſooth my grief, 

To view th' immenſel Aiftant heav'n, 
My neareſt proſpect of relief. 


SONG 168, 
The Silent Fair. 


ROM all her fair loquacious kind, 
F So different is my Roſalind, 
That not one accent can I gain 3 


To crown my hopes, or ſooth my pain. 


Ye lovers, who can conſtrue fighs, 
And are the 1 * reters of eyes, 
To language all her looks tranſlate, 
And in ＋ geſtures read my fate. 
And if in them you chance to ſind 


Ought that is gentle, ought that's kind, 
Adieu mean hopes of being great, 
And all the — of ſtate. 


All thoughts of grandeur I II deſpiſe, 
Which from dependence take their riſe ; 
To ſerve her ſhall be my employ, 

And love's ſweet agony my Joy- 


 .SONG 1697 
Mer paſſion is as muſtard ſtrong, 


I fit all fober ſad, 


Drunk as a piper all day lon 
Or, ke» Ln dee Sd. 
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Round as a hoop the bumpers flow, 
I drink, yet can't forget her; 
For tho' as drunk as David's ſow, 
I love her ſtill the better. 


Pert as a pear-monger I'd be, 


If Molly were but kind, 
Cool as a cucumber waeld ſee 
The reſt of -woman-kind. 
Like a ſtuck pig I gaping ſtare, 
And eye her o'er and o'er, 


Lean as a rake with ſighs and care, 


Sleek as a mouſe before. 


Plump as a partridge I was known, 
And ſoft as alk my ſkin, 
My cheeks as fat as butter grown, 


But as a groat now thin, 


I. melancholy as 2 cat, 

Am kept awake to weep, . 
But ſhe, inſenſible of that, 
Sound as a top can ſleep. 


Hard is her heart, as flint or ſtone, 
She laughs to ſee me pale; 


And merry as a is grown, 
d e E . 


The god of love, at her approach 
Is buſy as a be:; 


Hearts, ſound as any bell or roach, 
Are ſmit, and figh like me. 


Ah me! as thick as hops or hail, 
The fine men croud about her, 

But ſoon as dead as a door nail 
'Shall I be, if without her. 


Strait 
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Great as an Emp'ror I ſhould be, 
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Strait as my leg her ſhape appears, 
O! were we join'd together, 


My heart would ſoon be free from cares, 
And lighter than a feather. 


As fine as five-pence is her mein, 


No drum was ever tighter ; 
Her glance is as a razor keen, 
And not the ſun is brighter. 


As ſoft as pap her kiſſes are, 


Methinks I feel them yer, 
Brown as a berry is her hair, 
Her eyes as black as jet. 


As ſmooth as glaſs, as white as curds, 
Her pretty hand invites, 

Sharp as a needle are her words, 
Her wit like pepper bites. 


Brisk as a body louſe ſhe trips, 
Clean as a penny dreſt, 5 

Sweet as a roſe her face and lips, 
Round as a globe her breaſt. 


Full as an egg was I with glee, 

And happy as a king, 

Good lack ! how all men envy'd me, 
She lov'd like any thing. 

But falſe as hell, ſhe, like the wind, 
Chang'd, as her ſex muſt do, 

Though ſeeming as the turtle kind, 
And as the goſpel true. = 


If I and Molly could agree, 
Let who will take Peru, 


| And richer than a Jew. Tit 
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„„ 
Till you grow tender as a chick, 
I' 'm dull as any poſt; 
Let us, like burrs, together ſtick, 
As warm as any toaſt. 
You'll know me truer than a dye, 
And with me better ſped, 
Flat as a flounder when I lie, 
And as a herring dead. 
Sure as a gun ſhe'll drop a tear, 
And ſigh, perhaps, and wiſh, 
When I'm as rotten as a pear, 


And mute as any fiſh. 4: 8 
SONG 170. ; 

K god of ſleep, ſince it muſt be 
That we reſign ſome hours to thee, 8 


Invade me not whilſt the full bowl _ 
Glows in my cheeks, and warms my ſoul: 
Then only I thy aid implore, 8 
When J can laugh and drink no more; 1 
Short, very ſhort, be then thy reign, A 
I haſte to laugh and drink again. O 
Zut oh l if, melting in my arms, 

Tube nymph ador'd, with all her charms, L 
In ſome ſoft dream ſhou'd me ſurprize, x 


And grant what waking ſhe denies ; | 

| Then, gentle ſlumber, prithee ſtay, | T. 
And ſlowly, flowly bring the day: Be 
If fancy can ſuch bliſs beftow, | 
Who wou'd not be deluded fo ? T} 
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SONG 171. By Mr. Gar. 


LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ftreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board ; 

Oh ! where ſhall I my true love and? 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among the crew ? 


William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock'd with the billews to and fro: 

Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd and caſt his eyes below: 

The cord ſlides fwif:ly through Is glowing hands, 

And quick as Ightning on the deck he ſtand, . 


80 the ſweet lark, high pois d in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pi nion; to his breaſt, 
(If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear) 
And drops at once into herneſt: 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. | 


O Saſan, Suſan, lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain, 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again: 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that l points at thee. 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 4 

Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind : © 

They'll tell, the ſailors, when way, 
every port a _ find: 
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Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I 80. 


If to fair India coaſt we ſail, | 
Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright! 
Thy breath is Africk's ſpicey gale, 
Thy ſkin is ivory fo white: 
Thus every beauteous object that I view, 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charms of lovely Sue. 


Tho' battles call me from thy arms, 

Let not my pretty Suſan mourn, 

Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return ; 

Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 

Lebt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread, 

No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board; _ 
They kiſs'd ; ſhe figh'd ; he hung his head; 
Her leſſening boar, unwilling, rows to land, 
Adieu, ſhe cnes; and wav'd her mah ys. 
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I Lately ſaw what now I ſing, 

Fair 2 s hand diſplay d; 

r grac'd a diamond ring, 
On that a ſparrow play'd. 

The feather 'd play-thing ſhe carefs'd, 
And ſtroak'd its head and wings; 

- And while it neſtled on her breaſt, 
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With chizzel bill, a ſpark ill ſet, 

He looſen'd from the reſt, 

And ſwallow'd down to grind his meat, 
The eaſier to digeſt. 


She ſeiz d his bill with will affright, 
Her diamond to diſcry: 

"Twas gone ! the fighed at the ſight, 
Moaning her bird would die. 


The tongue ty'd knocker none might uſe, 
The curtains none might draw, 

The footmen went without their ſhoes, 
The ftreets were laid with ſtraw. 


The doctor us'd his oily art 
Of ſtrong emetick kind, 

Th' apothecary play'd his part, 
And engineer'd behind. . 
When phyſic ceas'd to ſpend its fore 
To bring away the ſtone, : 

Dicky, like people given o'er, 
Picks up when let alone, 


His eyes diſpell'd their fickly dews, 
He peck'd behind his wing, 

Lucia recovering at the news, 
Relapſes for the ring. K. "2 

Mean while within her beauteous balk 4 
Two different paſſions ſtrove; ; 4 

When av'rice ended the conteſt, 
And triumph'd over love. 


Poor little, pretty, flutt ring thing, a 

Thy pains the ſex diſplay, . 
Who only to repair a ring "5; «V1 
Could take, thy life away. Drive 
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Monſter of fouleft mien, | 
„ Ye would not let it harbour there, 
Could but its form be ſeen. 


It made a virgin put on guile, 
Truth's image break her word, 
A Lucia's face forbear to — 
A Venus kill her bird. | 
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NE evening as I lay, 
O Muſing in a grove, 


nymph excee 

22 there . love; 
But finding not her fwain, 

She fat- her down to grieve, 


And thus ſhe did complain, 
How men her ſex deceive. 
Believing maids, take care 
Of falſe deluding men, 
Whoſe pride is to enfnare 
Tach female that they can; 
My perjur'd ſwain he ſwore 
A thouſand oaths to : 
(As many have done before) 
How true he'd be to love. 


Then virgins for my fake, 
Ne'er truſt falſe man again, 

The pleaſure we partake 
Ne anſwers half the pain : 


Drive av'rice from your breaſts, ye fair, 


11 
Uncertain as the ſeas 
Is rheir inconſtant mind,. 
At once they burn and freeze, 

Still changing like the wind. 
When ſhe had told her tale, 

Compaſſion ſeiz d my heart, 
And Cupid did prevail ; 
With meto take her part; 
Then bowing to the fair, 

I made my kind addreſs, 
And vow'd to bear a ſhare 

In her unhappineſs. 
Surpriz'd at firſt ſhe roſe, 
And ſtrove from me to fly, 
I told her I'd diſcloſe 

For grief a remedy. 

Then with a ſmiling look, _ . 
' Said ſhe, t' aſſuage the ſtorm, _ 
I doubt you've undertook - — 
A taſk you can't perform. 
Since proof convinces beſt, —_ 

Fair maid believe it true, — 
That rage is but a jeſt, 4 = 
To what revenge can +... 

Then ſerve him in his kind, 
And fit the fool again; 3255 
Such charms were ne'er deſign _ 

For ſuch a faithleſs ſwain. 

I courted her with care, 

"Till her ſoft foul gave way, 
And from her. breaft fo fair, 

Stole the ſweet heart away : 


P 3 


will — - » 


6 ] 


Then ſhe with fmikes confeſs'd, 

| Her mind ſet no more pain, 

While the was thus carrefs'd 
By fach a lovely ſwain. 
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Sung by Miſs STEVENSON, at Vauxhall 
| Gardens. 8 


1 Apa. 
 OVE, thou bane of ſoft content ! 

Love, thou inauſpicious gueſt ! 
Say, oh, why thy ſhaft was ſent; 
Sent to this once peaceful breaſt ? 
Sweet at firſt I thought the paſſion ; 

| Fancy ſtill new joys cou'd ſee; 
Now how fad an alteration, 
Damon flies from love and me. 
2  ALLEGRo. 
Thus Sylvia in the conſcious grove, 
All ſweetly plaintive ms; 
When Damon chanc'd that way to rove, 
And to the nymph retorn'd; 
He figh'd repentance at her feet, 
= She ſmil'd upon the fwain ; ; | 
= And each fond heart reſponſive, beat, 
Io love and joy again. 
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AM a young virgin that oft has been told, 
11 uld try to get marry'd before I'm * 


* 


» 4 
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J took their adviee and got one in my eye, 
Who if I can't have, Im afraid [ halt ie; Rs 
Who if I can't have, I'm afraid I ſhall die. 
Young Thryſis is witty, well-featur'd and tall, 
His fellow ſwains own that he out-does em all: 
When firft I beheld him, F cannot tell why, 
I thonght I was going that moment to die, &c. 
If thro” the receſſes of yon ſi ent grove, 
Or over the meadows I happen to rove, 


And ſee my dear ſhepherd at diſtance paſs by, 
I tremble all o'er, and am ready to die, Cc. 


c 


"i \ 
I fly to the place where I hear the bleſt ſound: 4 
Oh! Thrytfis, ſweet youth, to myſelf then I cry, 7 
I'd liſten to ghee, were I going to die, Sc. 
Laſt ſaturday eve, I remember the day, | 
1 caught him ſaluting Clarinda the gay, '2 
That I envy'd each kiſs, I will not deny, 
And fervently pray'd that my rival might die, Sc. 
Come Hymen and lend a young virgin your ad, 
Who without your aſſiſtance muſt die an old 
„„ - | : 7 "_ 


To all my fond wiſhes, make 4 comply, | 

And if I don't have him J wiſh E 

And if I don't have him, &c. 
SONG 176. 


*FT IS true, my Celia, thou art fair 
As ſnow yet hov'ring in the air; 


may die, 


That 


wi 


| „ 83 

= That in the lilly we may find, 
An emblem of thy ſpotleis mind: 
The ſtars of yonder firmament, 
The luſtre of thine eye preſent. 


Yon blooming peach portrays thy lip, 
Where Cup * kachg ht to p : 

And if ug bluſhing roſe. we ſeek, 

We find it pictur d in thy cheek ; | 
Thy hair with ringlets void of arts, | 
Are toils where Cupid catches hearts. 


But as the lilly and the roſe, 

Tue peach which in the garden grows, | 
VUnpluck'd, muſt fall by quick decay; 

So ſhall thy youth as fleeting May: 

Sas melt, and ſtars that gild the ſkies, 

Like beauty ſet, no more to riſe. 


Then while thou haſt it in thy pow'r; 
My Celia ſeize the preſent hour; 
Take, take me bluſhing to thy arms, 
On conſtant love heſtow thy charms ; 
Elſe the ſad time may come, when then 
Shalt beg in vain, as I do now. 


{S035 NG 177. 
Was when the ſeas were roaring, | | 
s With hollow blaſts of wind, Re 

A damſel lay deploring, | | 
| All on a rock reclin a: 


Wide o'er the rowlin * | 1 
She caſt a wiſhful | "Ny 


vw head was crown'd with willows, 
That trembled o'er the brook, Twelve 


ve 


© RE 

Twelve months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days; 

Why didft thou, vent'rous lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas ? 

Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel ocean, 

And let the lover reſt! 

Ah ! what's thy troubled motion, 
To that within my breaſt ? 


| The merchant robb'd of treaſure, 


Views tempeſts in deſpair; 
But what's the loſs of treaſure, 
To loſing of my dear! 
Shon'd you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You'll find a richer maiden, | 
But none that loves you ſo. 
How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in va; 
Why then beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eyes thoſe rocks diſcover, 
That Iark beneath the deep, - 
To wreck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


All oll L 
Thus wait 1. 855 her dear, 


Repaid each blaſt with ſighing, 
Each billow with a tear: 
When o'er the white waves ſtooping 

His floating corpſe ſhe ſpy d; 
Thi ihe a lilly 2 LE 4 
bow ed her head dy SOG 


* 
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. 
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| E medley of mortals, that make up this 
Y throng, 
3 your wit for a moment and liſt to my ſong. 


hat you would not expect here, my wit ſhall 
be new, a 


And what is more ſtrange, ev'ry word ſhall be 
true, 
Sing tantararara truth all, truth all, 

Sing tantararara truth all. | 
Not a toy in the place you'll buy cheaper than 
mine, 
Bring your laſſes to me, and you'll ſave all 
your coin; 
The ladies alone will pay dear for my kill, 
For if they will hear me—their tongues muſt 
lie ſtill. 
\ Sing tantararara mute all. 


Though our revels are ſcorn'd by the grave? and 
|; the wiſe, | 


nn practiſe all day what they ſeem to de- 
piſe; 


= Examine mankind from the great to the ſmall, 
Each mortal's diſguis' d, and the world is a ball. 
= Sing tantararara maſks all. 


| The parſon brimful of October and grace, 


= With a long taper pipe, and a round ruddy 


face, 
Will rail at your doings— but when it is an? 
1 de doctor's diſguis'd, and led home by the clerk. 
| © Sing tantararara * all. The 


[ 167] 
The fiercs roaring blade with long ſword and 
cock'd hat, | 
Who with zounds he did this, and with [blood 
he'll do that; | 
When he comes to his trial, he fails in his part, 
And proves that his looks were but maſks to 
e his heart. 
Sing tantararara mafſ s all. | 
The beau acts the rake and. will talk of a- 
mours, 
Shews letters from wives, and appointments from 
| whores ; 
But a creature, ſo modeſt, avoids all difgrace, 
For how would he bluſh, ſhould he meet face 
to face? 
Sing tantararara maſks all. 
The courtiers and patriots, mong other fine 
| things, 
Will talk of their country, and love to their 
kin 
Yee their maſa will drop off, if you ſhake bat 


And * 1 and country all center'd in ſelf. 
Sing tantararara maſks all. 
With an Z. _— of virtue, Miſs Squeamiſh the 
E, ; 

If you 49" her, ſhe faints ; if you ſpeak, you 
; are rude ; j 1 
Thus 2 prim, and ſhe's coy, till her bloſſoms * 
one, 
And when hs ns, ſhe's pluck'd by the coach- 7 
by man or John. - 
* — maſks all. 
With 


[ 168 J 


With a great maſk of wiſdom ſay-phyſic and bow. 
In your * there's no fear, in your cauſe there's 
| no Haw z; 


Till death and the judge have decreed, they look 


| 1g | 
Then you ſind you have truſted—a full bottom wig. 
| | Sing tantararara maſks all. 
Thus life is no more than a round of deceit, 
Each neighbour will id that his next is a cheat; 
But if, oh ye mortals, theſe tricks you purſue, 
Lou at laſt cheat yourſelves-—and the devil cheats 
ER a 
Sing tantararara maſks al', maſks all, 
ſing tantararara maſks all, 


 $ONG 179. 


E ſhepherds ſo chearful and gay, 

1 Whoſe flocks never careleſly roam, 
Should Corydon's happen to ſtray, 

Oh! call the poor wanderers home: 
Allow me to muſe and to igh,|_ 

And talk of the change that we find; 
None once was ſo watchful as I: 

I have leſt my dear Phillis behind. 
Now I know what tis to have ſtrove 
With the torture of doubt and deſire; 
* What tis to admire and to love, 
And to leave her we love and admire : 
Ahl lead forth my flock in tac morn, 
And the damps of each ey'ning repel, 
Alas I am faint and ſorlorn: ee 
I have bid my dear Phillis :tarewel. Since 


| l 169 J 
Since Phillis vouchſaf d me a look, 
I never once dreamt of my kine : 
May I looſe both my pipe and my crook, 
If I knew of a kid that was mine : 
I priz'd e'ery hour that went by * 
Beyond all that had pleas'd me before ; 
But now they are paſt, and I ſigh; ; 
And I grieve that I priz'd them no more, 
But why do I grieve thus in vain ? 
Why wander thus penſively here? 
Oh !'why did I come from the plain, 
Where I fed on the ſmiles of my dear? 
They tell me my favourite ſwain, 
The pride of that valley is flown, 
Alas! where with her I have ſtray d 
I could wander with pleaſure alone. 
When forc'd the fair nymph to forgo, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart! 
Yet I thought—— but it might not be fo—— 
'Twas with pain that ſhe ſaw me depart : 
'She gaz'd as I flowly withdrew ; 
My path 1 could hardly diſcern : 
So ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 
1 thought that ſhe bade me return. 
The pilgrim that journeys all day, 
To ve ſome fr-diftznt 3 
If he brings but a relique away. 
Is happy nor heard to repine : 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 
Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 
Soft hope is the relique I bear, 
And my ſolace —_— I 29. 


ce 


SONG 
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SONG 1s. 
AYS Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond eyes, 
Reveal with what ardour I glow. 
Reveal with what ardour I glow. 
Well what if they do, there's no harm ſure ſhe 


cries ? 


I can but deny you, you know, you know, 
I can but deny you, you know. 


Suppoſe I ſhould aſk of thoſe T a ſweet kis. 
Say, wou'd you the favour beſtow, 
Say, wou'd you, Tc. 

Lord bleſs me, ſaid ſhe, what a queſtion is this, 
Is can but deny you, you know, you =, 
I can but deny, &c 
Suppoſe not contented, I ſtill ask for more, 
For pleaſure from pleaſure will grow, 
For pleaſure, Oc. 


Suppoſe what you will, ſhe reply'd as before, 
J can but deny you, you know, you know, 
I can but deny, &c. 


Come then my dear love to the woods let's repair, 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go, 
Cry'd Damon, &c. 


No, no, with a bluſb, anſwer'd Phillis, for there, 


I could not deny you, you know, you know, 
1 could not, c. 


8 0 N G 181. 
Monarch in a ruſtic bow'r, 
O'er whom ev'n fortune has no a, © 
an 


1711 
Can neither raiſe nor ſink me lower, 

Move how ſhe will. 
An honeſt heart i is always gay, 
In thoughtful heads ſweet notions play, 
That charm alike in buſy day, 
And darkneſs fill. 
1 heed not how the world goes round, 
Whence titles flow, where wealth is found, 
My bliſs is to my boſom bound, 

My treaſure chere. 

Knowledge I ſeek, but not a name; | 
Something beſtow, yet nothing claim ; 
Nor envy dread nor covet fame ; Yr 

Nor hope, nor fear. 
If fair or foul, my ſoul's at reſt, 
By ills, by vapours, undiſtreſs d, 
For conſcious virtue guards my breaſt | 


55 Fron grief or pain. N 
The joys kind nature gives, I taſte, | 


And pleas'd, and happy, while they laſt, 
And ever grateful for the paſt, 


2909: e en 
SONG 1382. 


L neighbours, your work, and to ſport 
and to play, 


Let the tabor ſtrike up and the village be Say, 
Let the tabor, Ec. 


No day through the year ſhall noe chancel be. i 


ſeen, | 
For Ralph of the mill, marries Sue of the green 
For Ralph, Tc. 


1721 
I love Sue, and Sue loves me, 
And while the wind blows, 
And while the mill goes, 
Who'll be ſo happy, ſo happy 23 we ? 


Let lords and fine folks, who for wealth take 2 


bride, | 
Be married to-day, and to-morrow be cloy'd. 


Be married, Se. 


My body i is ſtout and my heart is as found, 
And my love like my courage will never give 
ground. I love Sue, 


Let ladies of faſhion the beſt jointures wed, 
And prudently take the beſt bidders to bed. 
; And prudently, Ec. 
Such ſigning and ſealing's no part of our bliſs, 
| We ale our hearts, and we ſeal with a kiſs. 
J love Sue, Oc. 


| Though Ralph ; is not courtly nor none of your 
us, 


i Nor bounces, nor flatters, nor wears your fine 


. clothes. Nor bounces, Cc. 
In nothing he'll borrow from folk of high life, 


1 Nor e er turn his back on his friend or his wife. 
1 J love Sue, c. 


| E While thus I am able to work at my mill, 


W While thus thou art kind, and yy tongue but 
= ties (WE. e thus, c. 
Our joys ſhall continue, and 0 be new, 


And none * 1 Sue. 
I love Sue, Ee. 
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SONG 183. 
HE ſun was ſleeping in the main, 
Bright Cynthia filver'd all the plainz 
When Collin turn'd his team to reſt, IG 
And ſought the laſs he lov'd the beſt: 
As tow'rd her cott he jogg'd along, 
Her name was frequent in his ſong 5 
But when his errand Dolly knew, 
She vow'd ſhe'd ſomething elſe to do, 
She'd ſomething elſe to do, | 8 
She vow'd —— ſhe'd ſomething elſe to do. 
He ſwore he did eſteem her more 
Than any maid he'd ſeen before: 
In tender ſighs proteſting he 
Wou'd conſtant as the turtle be: 
Talk'd much of death ſhould ſhe refuſe, 
And us'd ſuch art as lovers uſe; 
"Tis fine, ſays Doll, if tis but true, 


But now——T've ſomething elſe to do; 
I've ſomething elfe to do. . 


Her pride then Collin thus addreſs d; 4 
Forgive me, Doll, I did but jeſt; 2 
To her that's kind I'll conſtant prove, 
But truſt me, I'l! ne'er die for love: | 
Tho! firſt ſhe did his courtſhip ſcorn ; 

Now Doll began to court in tum; 

Dear Collin I was jeſting too, 

Step in——T've nothing elſe to do, 

T've nothing elſe to do, 3 

Step in I've nothing elſe to do. 
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SONG 18. 
Sung at RANELAGH. 


S Jools ay gang'd blithe his wa 
Ae e banks of Tweed, * 


A bonny laſs as ever was, 
Tript gladſome o'er the mead; 

The _— fwain, un to 
The buxom nymph ey d; 

And full of glee as lad cou'd be 


Beſpake 1 maid. 


|. Sweet laſſy by thine ſel 


Thou 12 Fs ootſteps here; 
My ewes, ſhe cried, are wander'd wide, 
Canſt tell me lady, where: 

To town Iſe hie, he made reply, 
Some muckle ſport to 'ſee : 

But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim, and neat, 
Iſe ſeek the ewes with thee. 


2 She gin her hand, nor made a fans, 


But lik'd the youth's intent : 
O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 
Right mernly they went; 
The Wes ſang ſweet, their pair to greet, 
1 104 flow A bloom' d around; 


And as they walk d, of love they talk'd; 


And joys: which lovers crown'd. 
And now the fun had roſe to: noon, 

The zenith of his power 
When to the ſhade the eye made, 
To paſs the mid-day hour ; 


he 


1 

The bonny lad raw'd in his plaid, 
The laſs who ſcorn'd to frown ; 

She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſought, 

The ſwain to gang to town. | 


SONG 185. 


A Courting I went to my love, 
Who is iweeter than roſes in May; 
And when I came to her, by jove. 
The devil a word could I ſay. 
I walk'd with her into the garden, 
There fully intending to woo her : 
But may I be ne er worth a farthing, 
If of love I ſaid any thing to her. 
I claſp'd her hand cloſe to my breaſt, 
While my heart was as light as a fecther 
Yet nothing I ſaid, I proteſt, | 
But, madam, tis very fine weather: * 
To an arbour I did her attend, 
dhe ask'd me to come and fit by her; 
I crept to the furthermoſt end, 
For I was afraid to come nigh her. 
I ask'd her, which way was the wind, 
For I thought in ſome talk we muſt enter: 
Why, fir ! ſhe anſwer'd and grin'd, _ 
Have you juſt ſent your wits ſor a venture? 
Then into the parlour we went, of 
There I vow'd I my paffion would try 7 
But there I was ſtill as a mouſe, _ 


O what a dull booby was I ! 9 ö 
e e SONG 3} 
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T TPON a ſummer's ev'ning clear, 

| Dione, hapleſs maid, 

All wan with love, and pining care, 
Sought out a ſecret ſhade®* * 

How wretched, ah ! how chang'd am I, 
Unhappy maid, ſaid ſhe ; 

No ſcene 1s pleaſing to my eye, 

No flow'r is ſweet to me. 

No flow'r, &c. 


So many vows could Collin make 
To me, ah! faithleſs ſwain ; 


And yet thoſe plighted vows could break, 


| And leave me to complain ! 

Why did I raſhly ſeek his arms, 
| Or his fond tale believe ? 

Alas ! I yielded all my charms, 
Nor thought he could deceive. 
Nor thought, &c. | 

Vet why of roſes ſuch a ſtore, 

And lillies on my face; 
Since Lucy now can pleaſe you more, 
And claims your fond embrace ? 
My brighter eyes I'd willing give, 

Reſign my roſy hue; 

Content with Lucy's charms I'd live, 
A rural maid for you, —A rural, &c. 

But Collin's deaf when I upbraid, 
Nor heeds when | complain; 

Thinks not that I'm the injur'd maid, 

And he the perjur'd ſwain: 


Let 


11 
Yet know, falſe man. Dione's ſhade, 
To fright you appear, 
And 4— you climb the marriage bed, 


Dione will be there.—Dione will, Ce. 


SONG 187. 
HO? Chloe's out of faſhion, 
Can bluſh and be ſincere, 
I'd toaſt her in a bumper. 
If all the belles were here: 
What tho' no diamonds ſparkle 
About her neck and waiſt, 
With ev'ry ſhining virtue 
The lovely maid is grac'd. 
With ev'ry ſhining, &c. 
In modeſt, plain apparel, 
No patches, paint, or airs, 
In debt alone to nature, | 
An angel ſhe appears: 
From — 2 finiſh'd, 
My Chloe takes no rules, 
Nor envies them their conqueſts; 
The hearts of all the fools. 
Nor envies them, Cc. 


Who wins her muſt have merit, 
Aare merit as her own: 
he graces all poſſeſſing, 
Vet knows not ſhe has one: 
hen grant me, gracious heav'n, 
The gifts you moſt approve, : 
And Chloe, charming Chloe, 
Will bleſs me with her love. 
And Chloe, &c. 


SONG 
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OUNG Collin was the bonnieſt ſwain, 
That ever pip'd on ow'ry plain, 
Or danc'd upon the lee : 
The wanton kid, in gameſome bound, 
'That frolicks o'er the turfy ground, 
Was not ſo blythe as he. | 
Beneath the oak, in yonder dale, 
You'd think you heard the nightingale, 
Whene'er he rais'd his voice: | 
But ah ! the youth was all deceit, 
His vows, his oaths, were all a cheat, 
And choice ſucceeded choice. 
The maidens {ung in willow ; 
Of Collin's falſe and perſur'd loves; 
Here Jenny told her woes : 
And Moggy's tears increas'd the brook, 
Whoſe cheeks like dying lillies look, 
That once out-bluſh'd the roſe. 
- Unhappy fair! my words believe, 
So ſhall no ſwain your hopes deceive, 
b And leave you to deſpair : 
- Feer he diſcloſe his fickle mind, 
Change firſt yourſelves, for ah ! you'll find 
alſe Collin's every where. 


=. SON G- 109. 


HAT care I for affairs of ſtate, 
who is rich, or who is great? 
| How far abroad th'ambitious roam, 

| To bring our gold and filver home? 


What 


. 


[hat 


o 


1 

What is't to me if France or Spain 

Conſent to peace, or war maintain? 

I pay my taxes peace or war, 

And wiſh all well at Gibraltar: 

But mind the cardinal no more 

Than any other ſcarlet whore. 
Grant me, ye pow'rs, but health and reſt, 
And let who will the world conteſt. 

Near ſome ſmooth ftream, Oh ! let me keep 
My liberty, and feed my ſheep: 
A garden with a range of bees, 
A ſhady walk well lin'd with trees ; 
An orchard which good apples bears, 
Where ſpring a long green mantle wears; 
Where winters never are ſevere ; : 
Good barley-lands to make good beer; 
Wich entertainment for a friend, 
To ſpend in peace my latter end, 
In honeſty and home-ſpun grey ; 
And let the ev'ning crown the day. 


SONG 190, 
HEN the trees are 
| be ſeen, | | 

And the meadows their beauty have loſt: 
When nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt. 


all bare, not a leaf to 


While the peaſant inactive ſtands ſhiv'ring with cold, 
As bleak the winds northerly blow,, |} 
And the innocent flock run for eaſe to the fold, 


Wich their flecces beſprinkled with ſnow. 
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In the yard when the cattle are fodder d with ftraw, 
And they ſend forth their breath like a ſteam ; 

And the neat looking dairy-maid fees ſhe mult thaw 
Flakes of ice that ſhe finds in the cream. 

When the ſweet country-maiden as freſh as a roſe, 
As the careleſsly trips, often ſlides, 

And the ruſticks laugh loud, if by falling ſhe ſhews 

All the charms that her modeſty hides. 

When the lads and the laſſes for company join d. 

In a croud round the embers are met, 
Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind, 


And of ghoſts till they're all in a ſweat. 
Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may be my lot, 
With the nymph whom I love and admire, 
While the icicles hang from the caves of my cot, 
I may thither in ſafety retire ! 
Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free from ſurpriſe, 
We may live and no hardſhips endure: 
Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But ſuch as each other may cure. 


SONG 91. 


Y the gaily-circling glaſs 

E 3 how minutes paſs; 0 
©. By the hellow cask we're = 

How the waning night grows ] 
_ Soon, too ſoon, the buly day f 
Drives us from our ſports away, 
M hat have we with day todo? | I 
Sons of care, 'twas made far you, | 


C nf ee. ww madd you. tone f 
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AD I but the wings of a dove, : 
tur'd I'd haſten away, 
And 1 repair to my love, 
Whoſe beauties enliven the day: 
Bring ſoon from the hamlets again, 
Ye gods, her I aſk for, a wife; 


Without her I'm ever in pain, 
And reliſh no pleaſures in life. 


Ah! cruel decree of hard fate, 


To keep me ſo long from my fair; 
Come, py ay deſolate ſtate, 
And baniſh all thoughts of deſpair: 


With her, O what — I enjoy, 


Of mirth and good humour all day : 
Such bleflings, as never will cloy, 
Nor ceaſe till our ſouls leave the clay. 


'$SONG 193. | 


you ſee e er a ſhepherd, ye nymphs, paſs £ | 
this way, 1 

Crown'd * and all the gay verdure 
0 


*Tis my Strephon, oh bring him once more to 1 


my eyes, 


Prom his Lucy in ſearch of new pleaſures he flies : i 


All the day have I travell'd and toil'd oer h 
Plains, 


n = A rebel, that's 2 wenth my 


In purſuit! of a rebel that's ſcarce worth my pains. 4 
So R Take 
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= In ſearch of another as 
But truſt me, whoc'er my falſe ſhepherd de- 


\ 182 ] 


Take care, maids, take care, when he flatters 


and ſwears, 

How you truſt your own eyes, or believe your 
own ears; 

Like the roſe-bud in Jane, e'ery hand he'll 

"one; 

And wound the kind heart, like a thorn out of 
ſight, 

And, truſt me, whoe'er my falie ſhepherd de- 
tains, 

She will find kim a conqueſt that's ſcarce worth 
her pains. 


Three * at my feet did he  languiſh and 


E'er he gain'd a kind look or a tender reply ; 
Love, honour, and truth, were the themes that he 


- ung, 
And he vow d that his heart was a-kin to his 


tongue. 

Too ſoon I believ'd 2 ceplied to his ftrains, 

And gave him too . my heart for his 
pains. 


Ihe trifle once gain'd, like a child at its play, 


Soon the wanton grew weary, and threw it away. 
Now any d yu my love from my arms does 
e uy 


filly as I. 


tains, 


She will find him a conqueſt that's ſcarce worth 
her pains, 


Reware 


1831 

Beware, all ye nymphs how you ſooth the fond 

flame; | 

And believe me in time, all the ſex are the 
ſame ; 

Like my Strephon, from beauty to beauty will 
| range, 

Like him hey ns will flatter, diſſemble, and change ; ; 

And, when we've done all, ill this maxim re- 


mains, | 
That a man when we've got him, is ſcarce worth 
our pains. 
SONG 194 


EAR Goſport s pleaſant town 
N There lives a lovely laſs, 
O! were ſhe but my own, 

How ſweetly life would paſs. 
No frowns of foes or friends, 

Should e'er my bliſs annoy ; 
Her ſmiles would make amends, 

And heighten ev'ry joy. 


Like Flora's rural ſcene, 
Her native beauties charm ; 
Like her when dreft ſerene, 
My gentle heart they warm; 
Her wit with ſenſe is crown'd, | 
So pleaſing is her talk, 
The liſt'ning ſwains around 
Forget their ev'ning walk. 
Wealth, liberty and eaſe, 
Seem taſteleſs, and are void 
Of any pow'r to pleaſe, N 1 
Except with her enjoy d. 1 


Qrth 


are 
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Is there, ye fates above, 
Ordain'd for me a ſair? 
Indulgent crown my love, 
And make me bleſt in her. 


SONG 105. 
PRING renewing, all things gay, 
= Nature's dictates all obey ; 
In each creature we may ſee 
The effect of love's decree : 
Thus their ftate, ſuch their fate, 


Do not, Polly, ſtay too late, 
Do not, Polly, ſtay too late, 


Look around and ſee them play, 
All are wanton while they may; 
Why ſhould precious time be loſt ? 
After ſummer comes a froſt : 

All purſue nature's * 

Let us, Polly, do ſo too, 

Let us, Sc. 


Mark I how kind that fwain and laſs! 
Yonder fitting on the 2 
See how earneſtly he ues, : 
Whilſt ſhe bluſhing can't refuſe: 

See yon two how they woo, 

Let us, Polly, do fo too, 

Let us, &fc 


Mark that cloud above the plain, 
See l it ſeems to threaten rain; 0 
Herds and flocks do run 2 


Sr ſhelter from the w 


Fear 


— 


Fear not you, I'll be true, 
Therefore let us do ſo too, 
Therefore let ug do ſo too. 


SONG 196. 


Hilſt youth and beauty join to pleaſe, 
The preſent bliſs enjoy, 
Youth flies, and beauty ſoon decays, 
And time on ev'ry charm will ſeize, 
Then, Celia, be not coy. 


Behold the lilly as it grows, 
White as thy ſnowy breaſt, 

Obſerve the fragrant bluſhin roſe, 

Such rival ſweets thy lips Geclole, 
View theſe and make me bleſt. 


When nature's in her beſt array, 
In ſpring's gay robe attir'd; 

When ſmiling Phœbus gilds che day, 

Like thee they ſhine, like thee look gay, 
And are like thee admir'd. 


But when bleak winter's chilling ſhade 
Deforms the gloomy ſky ; 


Their bloom decays, their glories fade, 
Low is their pride of beauty laid, 


They * their head and die. 


SONG 197, 


HEN Damon firſt my eyes beheld, 
My heart with ſecret tranſport thrill'd, 
And pit-a- pat it went: 


* 
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Young, artleſs, innocent and ſhy, 
So unexperienc'd was I, 
IT wonder'd what it meant. 


Whene'er I met him on the plain, 
He'd kiſs me, ſigh, and kiſs again, 
And ſweeteſt tales invent : 
And then he'd tell me he muſt die: 3 
But as I ſaw no danger nigh, 
I wonder'd what it meant. 


To nymphs, whom years had wiſer made, 
I told the tender things he ſaid, 
And of his ſad complaint : 
Full well the tender things they knew, 
For they like me, had heard them too, 
Nor wonder'd what they meant. 


They anſwer'd love had touch'd my heart : 
That Damon, by his ſex's art, 
Might cauſe me to repent; 
And that I ſhould defire the ſwain, . 
To tell me, when we met again, 
If he to wed me meant. 


Rejoic'd ſuch good advice to find, 

I trip'd, to let him know my mind, 
Acroſs the mead intent : 

T told him, did he not deſign, 

With me in Hymen's bands to join, 
Lwonder'd what he meant. 


The youth whoſe love was aw'd with fear, 
_ Grew raptur'd, ſuch ſweet ſounds to hear: 
Straight to the church we went. — 


 Hew 
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How wiſe we all by ma * grow ! 

Tho' fooliſh once, yet now I know, 
I know what Damon meant. 


38 SONG 198. 


Leora ſat beneath a ſhade, 
Her wanton flocks forgot to play 3 
Then liſten to the lovely maid, 
Whilſt thus ſhe mourns her ſhepherd's ſtay. 
Sure time and love are both aſleep, 
Or Dorus wou'd his promiſe keep: 
Haſte gentle ſhepherd, hither move, 
And we'll awake both time and love. 
Sure time and love are both aſleep, 
Or Dorus wou'd his promiſe keep, 
Haſte gentle ſhepherd, hither move, 
And we'll awake both time and love. 


Dorus wing'd with ſoft defire, 

Came. haſt ning o'er the nei 3 plain: 
Approaching joys the maid inſpires, 

And thus ſhe meets her panting ſwain. 
Fly care and anguiſh far away, 
While pleafures dies leſs this happy day; 
Let e ery ſhepherd joyful be, 
And ev'ry pair as bleſt as we. 

Fly care and anguiſh far away, 

While pleaſures Bleſs this happy day ; * 

Let e'ery ſhepherd joyful be, 
| And ev'ry pour bleſt as we. 


 $ONG , 
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1881 
SON G 199. 
ET me wander not unfeen 
By hedge-row elm, or willow green ; ; 
There the plowman near at hand, 
+ Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land; 
There the plowman, near at hand, | 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land; ] 
And the milkmaid fingeth blithe, 
| And the mower whets his ſcythe ; ] 
While ev'ry ſhepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the vale; Yy 
While ev'ry ſhepherd: tells his tale | 1 
Under the hawthorn in the vale. WEE 


SONG 200. 


E nymphs who know the pleaking ſmart ] 
| The gentle-feeling pains, 

1 When love informs the glowing heart, | , 
| And darts along the veins, = 

Direct an unexperienc'd fair, | 1 

V 

T 

I 


To ſhun the ſoft alluring ſnare, 
And conquer the arts ann. 


J Screen'd from the ſun's to0-powerful ray, : 

4 In yonder conſcious ſhade, 

I'll fing a pity-moving lay 

] bd ome OO maid : 

| And in the age of eyes | 

| Tn read the 4 I — aul | = Rc 

Oh what can I think of my Strephon? 
"8 — "ke 


„ 
The genial {pring adorns thc groves z 
The kids and lambkins play ; 
The warblers tell their little loves, | 
On ev'ry blooming ſpra . e \ 
He cry'd, can Chloe ; all this, | 
And not conſent to toy and kiſs? | | 
Oh! what can I think of my Strephon? 
His voice delights my liſt'nin A 
His * 2 4 my 3 
I bluſh, * I behold Sg . 3 


When'er he's abſent, ſigh: 
Then an't 1 in a hopeful way? 


For fure the victor of the day 
Will de all- conquering Strephon. 2 


SONG 201. 


Eclare, my pre 
Maſt my f p Pay Pape" —— 4 
With you TY toy, I'll kiſs and play; 
But hang me, if I marry, ? 
Then ſpeak your mind at once, 
Nor let me longer N | 
With you I'll toy, III and play; J 
But hang me, 11 marry, n vi 
Tho* charms and wit aſſail, 
The ſtroke I well can parry ; 
I love to kiſs, to toy and play, 
But do not chooſe to marry. 
To Molly of the dale 
es & Fe ſlave of Harry ; 


ba # * 


e because when they had toy'd and kifs's, | 
\ The fooliſh AM wou'd marry. "Theſe | 
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Theſe fix d reſolves, my dear, 

I to the grave will carry; 

With you I'll toy, and kiſs and play ; 
But hang me, if 1 marry. 


| SON G 202. 
Hilſt I, with many a pleaſing kiſs, 
My Flora's boſom preſt ; 
So long 1 "liv'd in perfe& bliſs, 
; No monarch half ſo bleſt. ; 
Se. While you your love to me confin'd, 
] Nor lov'd another more; 


Till you to Chloe was more kind, 

; I ne'er knew grief before. 

He. Now Chloe with her voice and lyre 

| Has made my heart her ſlave ; 

For whom I'd Later ſword or fire, 

h Her precious life to ſave.” 

Se. For lovely Collin now I figh, 

: And mutual love receive: 

For whom I'd ſuffer twice to die, 
Provided he could live. > 


8 He. But ſhould our former love return, 

4 And bring a ſtronger chain; 
Should I for Chloe ceaſe to burn, 
And ſeek my dear again. 8 


| She, Altho' he's brighter than the ſun, 
And you unconſtant fly; 
Life's courſe with thee Pa freely run, 
With thee Pd live and die. 


He, 


SONG 
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Hen firong perfumes and noiſome ſcents 

./ The ſuff ring noſe invade ; | 
Snuff, beſt of Indian weed, preſents 
Its ſalutary aid. 5 


When vapours ſwim before the eyes, 
And cloud the dizzy brain, 
Snuff, to diſpel the mill, applies 
Its quick enliv'ning grain. 
When penſively we fit, or walk, 
Each ſocial friend away, 
Snuff beſt ſupplies the want of talk, 
And chears the lonely day. 
The hand, like alabaſter fair, 
The diamond's ſparkling pride, 
Can ne'er ſo gracefully a 
If ſnuff ſhould be deny'd. 


Nature, in vain, on diſtant rocks 
Pour'd forth her ambient ſtore, 

To form the curious poliſh'd box, 
Should ſnuff be us'd no more. 


Ev'n commerce (name of ſweeteſt ſound 
To ev'ry Britiſh ear) | 
Muſt ſuffering droop, ſhould ſnuff be found 
Unworthy of our care. | 
The ſmalleſt pinch of ſnuff we take 
Helps trade in ſome degree ; 
The ſmalleſt drops of water, make 
The vaſt unbounded fea, 
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Thinb fir, for ſure, that reaſon beſt 
Will move the noble mind; 
Think, that in granting my requeſt 

You benefit mankind. | 


SONG 204, 


O happy paper, gently fteal 
And underneath her pillow lie; 


There, in ſoft dreams, my love reveal; 
That love which J muſt ſtill conceal: 


And, wrapt in awful ſilence, die. 


Should flames be doom'd thy hapleſs fate, 
To atoms thou wou'dſt quickly turn; 
My pains may bear a longer date 
For ſhould I live, and ſhould ſhe hate, 
In endleſs torments I ſhould burn. 
Tell fair Aurelia ſhe has charms 
Might, in a hermit, ſtir defire : 
T'attain the heav'n that's in her arms, 
I'd quit the world's alluring charms, 
And to a cell content retire. 
Of all that pleas'd my raviſh'd eye, 
Her beauty ſhould ſupply the place: 
Bold Raphael's ſtrokes, and Titian dye, 
Should but in vain preſume to vie 
Wich her inimitable face. 
No more I'd wiſh for Phcebus' rays, 
- To gild the object of my fight: 
Much leſs. the Taper's faintly blaze, 
Her eyes ſhonld meaſure out my days, 
And when ſhe ſlept, it ſhould be night. 


. C 


SONG 
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SONG 20x. 


A JATURE for defence affords 
Fins to fiſh, and wings to birds, 


Hoofs to horſes, claws to bears, 
Swiftneſs to the fearful hares. 


Man's endow'd with art and ſenſe ; 


What has woman for defence ? 
Beauty is her ſhield and arms, 
Women's weapons are their charms. 


Beauty's power makes us feel 
Deeper wounds than thoſe of ſteel ; 
Strength and wit before it fall, 
Beauty triumphs over all. 


SONG 206. 


Large as my capacious ſoul ; 
Fill me a bowl, a mighty bowl, 
Large as my capacious ſoul : 

Vaſt as my thirſt 1s, let it have 
Depth enough to be my grave; 
mean the grave of all my care, 
For I defign to bury't there. 


Let it of filver faſhion'd be, 

Worthy of wine, worthy of me, 

Worthy to adorn the ſpheres, 

As that bright cup amongſt the ſtars, 
Fill me a bow], a mighty bowl, 
Large as my N ſoul. 


ILL me a bowl, a mighty bowl, 


SONG | 


[ 194 ] 
SONG 205. F 


HEN Britain firſt, at heav'n's command. 


Þþ Arxoſe from out the azure main, n 
| This was the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain: 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves; 
Britons never will be flares. 
The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Mlyuſt in their turns to tyrants fall; _ / 
While thou ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. H. 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves: W 
Britons never will be ſlaves. r. 
Should war, ſhould faction ſhake thy iſle, | - 


And fink to poverty and ſhame ; 
Heav'n ſtill ſhall on Britannia ſmile, 
Reſtore her wealth, and raiſe her name.. 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves 
Britons never will be flaves. 


As the loud blaſt, that tears thy skies, 
Serves but to root thy natiye oak ; 
Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
From foreign, from domeſtic ſtroke. 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves : 
Britons never will be ſlaves. 


Ho bleſt the prince, reſerv'd by fate, 
In adverſe days to mount thy throne ! 
Renew thy once triumphant ſtate, 
And on thy grandeur build his own! 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves: 
Britons never will þe ſlaves. 


[ 195 } 
His race ſhall long, in times to come, 
So heav'n ordains, thy ſceptre wield, 
Rever'd abroad, belov'd at home, 
And be at once thy fword and ſhield. 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves: 
Britons never will be ſlaves. 


SONG 208. 


A K me not how calmly ! 

All the cares of life defy: 

How I baffle human woes, 

Woman, woman, woman knows. 

You may live and laugh as I, 

You, like me, may cares defy ; 

All the pangs the heart endures, 
Woman, woman, woman cures. 
Ask me not of empty toys, | 
eats of arms, and drunken joys ; 7 
have pleaſure more divine, 

Voman, woman, woman's mine. 
Raptures more than folly knows, 

ore than fortune e' er beſtows, 

owing bowls, and conquer d fields, 
oman, woman, woman yields. 

k me not of woman's arts, 
roken vows, and faithleſs heart; 
ell the wretck who pines and grie ves 
Woman, woman, woman lives, 
delights the heart can know, 

lore than folly can beſtow, | 
ſealth of worlds, and crowns of kings, 
man, woman, woman brings. 


» 


Hi 
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SONG 209. 


77 IS now, fince I ſat down before 
That fooliſh fort, a heart, 


(Ti ſtran f ! , 
UTE he. 


43 I my part; 
Made my a „ from her hand 
Unto her lip did riſe; 

And did already underſtand 


The language of her eyes. 
Proceeding on with ſo much art, 
My tongue was engineer; 
I thought to undermine the heart, 
By whiſp'ring in the ear. | 
When this did nothing, I broughtdown 
Great cannon-oaths, and ſhot 
A thouſand thouſand to the town, 
And yet it yielded not. 


I then reſolv'd to ſtarve the place, 
I By cutting off all kiſſes, 
Praiſing and gazing on her face, 
And all ſuch little bliſſes. 

To draw her out and from her ftrength, 
I drew all batt' ries in; 
And brought myſelf to lie, at length, 

As if no ſiege had been. 7 
When I had done what man cou'd do, 

And thought the place my own, 

The enemy lay quiet too, 
And imil'd at all was done. 


„ 1 
1 ſent to know from whence and where, 
Theſe hopes and this relief: 
A ſpy inform'd-—Honour was there, 
And did command in chief. 


March, march, quoth I, the word ſtrait give 3 
Let's loſe no Ne her : 

That 2 upon air v 

hold it out for ever. 

To ſuch a place our camp remove 

As will no fiege abide; 
I hate a fool that ſtarves her love, 

Only to feed her pride. 


SONG 210. Sung at V AUXHALL, 


H ! how could I venture to love one like thee, 
Or thou not deſpiſe a poor conqueſt like me; 
On lords thy admirers could ſt look with diſdain, 
And tho In was nothing yet pity my pain! 4 
You 2 while they teaz d you with nonſenſe and 
„ 
When real the paſſion, che vanity's leſs; ; 
You ſaw thro” that ſilence which others deſpiſe, 
And, while beaux were talking, read love in &y I 
eyes. 
Ohl! when ſhall I fold you and kiſe all your charms, ö 
Till fainting with pleaſure, I die in your arm; |} 
Thro' all the wild raptures of extaſy toſt, 
Till ſinking together, together we re loſt ? 
Oh! where is the maid that like thee ne er can cloy 
Whoſe wit can enliven the dull pauſe of joy ; 
| 3 | S 3 1 
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And when the ſhort tranſports are all at an end, 
From beautiful miſtreſs, turn ſenſible friend? 


In vain could I praiſe you, or ftrive to reveal, 
Too nice for expreſſion, what only we feel; 

In all that you do, in each look and each mien, 
The Graces in waiting adorn you unſeen. 
When I ſee you, I love you, but hearing adore; 
T wonder, and think you a woman no more 
Till mad with admiring, I cannot contain, 
And, kifling thoſe lips, you grow woman again. 


With thee in my boſom, how can I deſpair ? 
I'll gaze on thy beauty, and look away care; 
I'll aſk thy advice when with trouble oppreſt, 
Which never diſpleaſes, yet always is beſt 


In all that I write, I'll thy judgment require; 

Thy taſte ſhall correct what thy love did inſpire: 

Til kiſs thee and preſs thee, till youth is all o'er, 

And then live on friendſhip, when paſſion's no 
moe. | 


SONG 21. 


1 is pleaſure, tell me where, 
| What can touch my breaſt-with joy ? 
All round the ſpacious ſphere, 
Let her muſe my ſearch employ. 
| Wealth, thy ſhining flores produce, 
| uy in golden mountains riſe ; 
Thee let ſenſeleſs miſers chuſe, 
Thou can ne' er allure my eyes. 


Honour 
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Honour, let thy chariot roll, 
Deck' d with titles, pageants, arms; 
Thou may'ſt charm th'ambitious ſoul, 
But for me thou haſt no charms. 
Ruddy Bacchus, try thy power, 
Gayly laugh aſtride thy tun; 
Thee let frantic bards adore, 
Pleaſure thou for me haſt none. 


Only Delia, gentle fair, ; 
Can thy precious boon beſtow : 

Give, ye Pow'rs, O give me her! 

She's the All I ask below. 


On 
NE kind kiſs before we part, 
Drop a tear and bid adieu; 
Though we ſever, my fond heart, 
Till we meet, ſnall pant for you. 

Till we meet, ſhall pant for you, 
N  _ thall pant for you. 
Yet, yet weep not ſo my love, 

Let me kiſs that falling tear; 
Though my body muſt remove, 
All my foul will ſtill be here, 
All my ſoul will {till be here, | 
: : wio.ill ſtill be here; 
All my ſoul, and all my heart, 8 
And every wiſh ſhall pant for you; 
One kind kiſs before we part, 
Drop a tear and bid adieu. 
Drop a tear and bid adieu, 
e and bid adieu. 


„ Sci 
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SONG 213. 
HEN Sol was at reſt 
On Thetis's breaſt, 
And evening grew duſky and brown; 
Eier Dian the fair 
Had gilded her hair, 

And put on her ftraw-colour'd gown : 
When Dolly had now 
Done.milking her cow, 

And Roger return'd o'er the mead ; 

He ſpy'd an old wight 

In pitiful plight, 

| Leaning ſad on the neck of his ſteed. 

His hand did ſuſtain 

A taper or twain, 5 
Full trimly encircled with horn; 
It ſhone on the ground 

Some paces around, 

As bright as the ſtar of the morn. 

While Roger ſuryey d js 

This Kn 1d old blade, 

He heard a moſt ſorrowful cry: 

| Whoever you are, 


Catch hold-— any where, 
And help me out quick, or I die. 
He turn'dat the found, 

And inſtantly found 

A coach with its wheels in the air; 
> The wares it contain'd, 

| In language unfeign'd, 

- Next Ranza ſhall partly declare. 


© 
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ht legs ſtood upright, 
From ed in 8 
Wich ſhoes both of filk and of leather; 
And nought elſe was * 
Either ſcarlet or 
To ſave their fair hes rl the weather. 


+ With wond'rous ſurprize 
Roger feaſted his eyes, 
And view'd each particular feature ; 
But the Muſe is too coy | 
To deſcribe what the boy 
Could diſcern of the ſecrets of nature. 


Whatever delight 
Roger took in the ſight, 
He freed the fair ladies from danger; 3 
Who blufh'd as they roſe, 
And ftroak'd down their cloaths, 
And bleſs'd the kind aid of the ſtranger. 


8 ONG 214. 


"HEN fond you Damon's charms recite; 
And in that pleaſing name delight, , 
And in that pleaſing name delight, 
My heart inflam'd by jealous heats, 
With filent ſtrong 7 beats; 
From my pale cheek the colour flies, 
And all the Man within me dies, 
And all the Man within me dies. 


iy ws my hidden grief appears 5 3 4 


＋ hoy" and falling tears, ” 
g lighs, Sc. - 


v "3 
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That ſhew too well the warm =_ 
The filent, flow conſumin 
Which on my inmoſt vi 


And melt my very ſoul — 


And melt, Cc. 


IHE 3 birds the ſhepherds ſing, 
And welcome in the 2 
= Paſtorella, 8 the 

. 8 every 

Wide-ſ reading t 1 their © leafy ſhade 
182 — the 4. extend, | 
i in reflecting s pla 

© Their quivering branches 2 - 
& Their quivering branches bend. 
Come, taſte the ſeaſon in its prime, 
And bleſs the riſing year: 


Ohl how my ſout grows fick of time, | 
& Tillthog, my love, appear. 


Then ſhall I s the gladſome day, | 
& Warm'in thy beauty's ſhine, 
1 Ny Ser IE ed and ply. 
And intermix with mine, 
And intermix with mine. 
Cor thee, of doves a milk-white pair 
F In filken bands I hold ; 
Vor thee a firſtling lambkin fair 
I keep within the fold : 


" gee - TY 
£® PE SE 
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If milk-white doves acceptance meet, 
Or tender lambkins pleaſe, 
My ſpotleſs heart without deceit 
Be offered up with theſe, 
Be oftered 0 with theſe. 


SONG 216, 


ow giddy is youth ! yet above all advice: : 
You counſel, and counſel in vain : 
I've try'd what is wedlock, and like it ſo well 
That I'll never be marry'd again. 


The ſpouſe that I pitch'd on was comely and | 
young, 
And ſweet as the flow'rs of the plain: | 

She was wiſe, as they tell me; perhaps it might be; 
But I'll never be marry'd agam. 


1 ſaw the poor ereature laid deep in the grave; 
My tears they came pouring like rain: 
But as 3 » you know, will foul weather ſuc- 
eee 
I quicky recover'd again. 
Like the caſtles of fairies, it ſeems tothe fight ; 
= fancy indulges the rein: 
' But alas! when youtry it, 'tis all a mere bite, 
And the ſame dull tale over _ 


OW 1 s the lover whoſe Cares are ne 1 
more : : 3 


'Who bids an adieu to all forrow ! 


My griefs are all huſh'd, and my torments are oer, 
For I ſhall be happy ro-morrow. | 


wht MCAS 
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We worms. 


1 
Each flow / ret of ſpring that enamels the ground, 
From you ev'ry charm ſeems to borrow : 
Then who will ſo bleſt or ſo happy be found, 
As IT with my Daphne to-morrow. 


T never am happy but when in your fight; 
Your ſmiles are the cure of all ſorrow : 
Remember, dear Daphne, your promiſe to-night, 
And I ſhall be happy to-morrow, 


SONG 218. 
RO M. che court to the cottage convey me 

a 2” 

For I'm weary of grandeur,and what they call gay: 
Where pride without meaſure, as cs 
And pomp without pleaſure, 


Make life in a circle of hurry decay. 


Far remote and retir'd from the noiſe of the town, 


| I'll exchange my brocade for a plain ruſſet gown; 


My friends ſhall be fe, 

But well choſen and true, - 
And ſweet recreation our evening ſhall crown. 
With a rural repaſt, a rich banquet for me, 
On a moſly green turf, near ſome ſhady old tree, 

I be river's clear brink : 

Shall afford me my drink, I, 
And temp'rance my friendly phyſician ſhall be. 
Ever calm and ſerene, with contentment ſtill bleſt, 
Not too giddy with joy, or with ſorrow depreſt, 

I'll neither invoke, 

Or repine at death's ſtroke, 


But retice from the world, as I would to my reſt. 


86 NG 
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RTIST, who underneath my table 
Thy curions texture haſt diſplay d, 


Who, if we may believe the fable, 
Wert once a lovely blooming maid. 


Inſidious, reſtleſs, watchful Spider, 


Fear no officious damſel's broom ; 


Extend thy labour'd ſtructures wider, 


And ſpread thy banners round my room. 


While I the wond'rous fabrick ſtare at, 
I think of hapleſs Poet's fate, 

Like thee consin d to lonely garret, 
And rudely baniſh'd rooms of ſtate. 


And as from out thy tortur d body 


Thou draw'it thy ſlender Thread with pain, 


So does he labour like a noddy, 


To ſpin materials from his brain: 
He for ſome tawdry flutt'ring creature, 


That ſpreads her charms before his eye: ; 


And that's a conqueſt little better 
Than thine o'er captive butterfly. 


Thus far *tis plain you both agree, 


Your death perhaps may better ſhow it 3 
Tis ten to one but penury 
Ends both the Spider and the Poet. 


HE man who beſt can danger dare, 
Is moſt deſerving * the fair: 
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The bold and brave we women prize, 
The whining ſlave we all deſpiſe, 

The whining ſlave we all deſpiſe. 
Let coxcombs flatter, cringe, and lie; 
Pretend to languiſh, pine, and die: 
Such men of words my ſcorn ſhall be, 
The man of deeds is the man for me, 

The man of deeds is the man for me. 


SON G 221. 
O* ! ſay, what is that thing call'd light, 
Which I can ne er enjoy? 
What are the bleſſings of the ſight ? 
Oh tell your poor blind boy. 


| You talk of wond'rous things you ſee, 


You ſay the ſun ſhines bright; 
I feel him warm, but how can he 
Or make it day or night? 


My day and night myſelf I make 


Whene er I ſleep or play; 
And could I ever keep awake, 
Wich me 'twere always day. 


With heavy fighs 1 often hear 


— You mourn my hopelets woe, 


But ſure with patience I may bear 


A loſs I ne'er can know. 


Then let not what I cannot have 


My chear of mind dettroy : 
While thus I fing | am a king, 
Although a poor blind boy. 
| : SONG 
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H, true Coxr zx ! ſecure from harms, 
What's all the world without thy 3 ? 
Which ſtill allure to reſt ; 
Compar'd therewith, all earthly j joys 
Are empty, fading, rrifling toys ; 
In thee mankind is bleſt. 
Bereft of thee, not monarchs have 
Such pleaſures as the meaneſt ſlave, 
o whom thou giv'ſt relief; 
Tho' ſubjects ſhew profound — 
Nor duty wilfully neglect, 
Thy abſence cauſes grief. 


When thou art baniſh'd from the mind, 
Frail mortals vainly are inclin'd 
To pride and avarice, 
Laſciviouſneſs, idolatry, 
Thefts, murders, and adultery, 
With ev'ry other vice. 
But where thou reign'ſt, there's ſolid peace 2 
Thro' thee true virtue does i 
Thy countenance expels 
loomy proſpects of deſpair 3 
by ates all ſlaviſh fear, 
Vith whomſoe er it om 


Come then, thou pleaſing Beauty bright ! 


Refide with me, 2 _ night; 
Diſplay thy lovely of and K 
Be thou diffus d within my breaſt, 
And let me ſtill ſecurely reſt, 
G Infolded i in thy arms. 


T 2 Thro- 


3; 
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Thro! all the various ſcenes of life, 
- Preferve me free from envious ſtrife, 
On Heav'n ſtill to rely | 
For true protecting aid; and when 
Time terminates in death. Oh! then, 
To thee, oh Heav'n ! to fly. 


SONG 22% 


EE Tlanguiſh, ſee I faint 
I muſt borrow, beg, or ſteal ; 
Can you ſce a ſoul in want, 
And no kind compaſſion feel. 
Give, or lend, or let me take, 
One ſweet kiſs, I ask no more ; 
One ſweet kiſs, for pity's ſake, 
I'll repay it o'er and o'er. 
Tl repay, &c. 
Chloe heard, and with a ſmile, 
Kind, compaſſionate, and ſweet z 
Collin it's a fin to ſteal, 
And for me to give's not meet : 
But I'll lend a kiſs or twain 
To poor Collin in diſtreſs, 
Not that I'll be paid again; 
Collin, I mean nothing lefs. 


SONG 224. Inchantment, by Mr. Otway: ; 


Did but lock and love a-while, 
"Twas but for one half hour ; 
Then to reſiſt I had no Will, 
And now I have no Power. 


To 


If 


1 

To ſigh, and wiſh, is all my caſes 
Sighs, which do Heat impar 

Enough to melt the coldeſt Ice, 
Vet cannot warm your Heart. 

O! would your pity give my Heart, 
One none, 5 Breaſt; 


Twould learn of yours the winning art, 
And quickly fieal the reſt. 


SONG 25. 


| Auron. | = 
ASTORA's come, with myrtle crown'd, 
To bleſs her fond Amintor's fide, 
To bleſs her fond Amintor's fide g 
The ſun, in his extenfive round, 
Ne'er ſaw ſo ſweet, ſo fair a bride, 
Ne'er ſaw ſo ſweet, ſo fair a bride. 
PASTORA. 
If to be true is ſweet and fair, 
Paſtora with Lucinda vies, 
Paſtora, Ec. - | 
And ſweeter ſhe than is the air, 
That fleets beneath Arabian skies, 
That fleets, c. : 
AMINTOR. Is 
The fields and groves, each hill and vale, 
Have witneſs d to my faithful vow, 
Have witnets'd, &c. 
Long had I figh'd my am'rous tale, 
But ev'ry care's requited now, 
But ev'ry, &c. 


T3 PasTORA 
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PasToRA. 
Without a bluſh 1 here repeat 

What to the Nymphs I told before, 
What to the nymphs, &c. 

For thee my tender does beat, 
Pofleſs'd of thee I ask no more, 
Poſſeſs d of thee, &c. | 

Auron. 

Thus with this wreathe I crown thy brows, 
And with this kiſs my love I ſeal, 
And with this kiſs, &c. i 
And may I when I break my vows, 
The pangs of tortured lovers feel, 
The pangs, &c. 5 
;  PasTORA. 
Should I, ungrateful to my ſwain, 
AMR him with domeſtic ftrife, 
Afflict him, Qc. 
May I be driv'n from the plain 
By ev'ry virtuous maid and wife, 
Wy, os 
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Arewel, my Paſtora, no longer your ſwain, 
Quite ſick of his bondage, can ſuffer his chain, 
Nay, 1 your brow with ſuch haughty diſ- 


43 My heart lea en _ 
Sing tol derol derol, tol lol derol lol lol. 

Sing tol derol lol tol derol derol. ; 
III live like the birds, thoſe ſweet tenants of May 
Who always are ſportful, who always are gay: 
* 5 ee 
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How ſweetly their ſonnets they carol all day? 
Their love is but frolick, their courtſhip but play, 
Bing tol, derol, &c. | 
If ſtruck by a beauty they ne er ſaw before, 
In chirping ſoft notes they her pity implore : 
She yields to intreaty ; and when the fits o'er, 
"Tis a hundred to ten that they never meet more. 
Sing tol derol, Sc 
SD NG: 225. 
W HEN love and youth cannot make way, 
Nor with the fair avail 
To bend to Cupid's gentle ſway, 
What art can then prevail? 
What art can then prevail ? 
I'll tell thee, Strephon, a receipt 
Of a moſt ſovereign pow'r; 
If you the ſtubborn would defeat, 


Let drop a golden ſhower, 
Let drop, Sc. 


This method try'd enamour'd ove, | 
Before he could obtain 5 
The cold regardleſs Danae's love, Kt 


Or conquer her diſdain, : 
Or conquer, &c. 
By Cupid's ſelf I have been told, 
He never wounds a heart 
$0 deep as when he tips with gold 
Ihe fatal piercing dart, 
The fatal, &c. 


SONG | 


1 
SONG 228. 


EAR Sally, thy charms have undone me, 
| | F They have robb'd me of freedom and joy; |} 
Then deareſt, fweet Sally, ſmile on me, 1 
For death is my fate if thon'rt coy : f 
Be cautions, dear charmer, in flaying, | 
Since murder's ſo heinous, comply; 
And torture me not with delaying 
What ev'ry croſs chit can deny. 


| Confider, my angel, why nature 


In forming you took ſuch delight ; 
Don't think you were made that fair creature | 
For nought but to dazzle the ſight : 1 


No; Jove, when he gave you thoſe graces, 
Intended you wholly for love; 


And gave you the faireſt of faces, 3 
| The kindeſt of females to prove. 01 
Beſides, pretty maiden, remember, 8. 
The flower that's blooming in May 

Is wither'd and ſhrunk in December, 
And caſt unregarded away: 
So it fares with each ſcornful young charmer, 
F Who takes at her lover diſtaſte ; 
| She trifles till thirty diſarm her, 
And then dies forſaken at laſt. 


SONG 229. 


LID LOW on ye winds, deſcend ſoft rain, 
| To ſooth my tender woes ; 
Vour ſolemn muſic lulls my pain, 


And gives me ſhort re poſc. 
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The ſun that makes all nature gay, 
Diſturbs my weary'd eyes; 
And in dark ſhades I waſte the day, 
Where Echo ſleeping lies. 
Then pity me, O gentle Love, 
And come to my relief ; 
Leſt innocence and virtue prove 
A ſacrifice to grief. e 
SONG 220. 
T NEAR Collin, prevent my warm bluſhes, 
Since how can I ſpeak without pain? 
My eyes have oft told you my wiſhes; 
Oh can't you their meaning explain? 
My paſſion would loſe by expreſſion 
And you too might cruelly blame ; 
Then don't you expect a confeſſion 
Of what is too tender to name. 
Since yours is the province of ſpeaking, 
Why ſhould you expett it from me ? 
Our wiſhes ſhould be in our keeping, 
Till you tell us what they ſhould be. 
Then quickly why don't you diſcover ? | 
Did your heart feel ſuch tortures as mine, 
Eyes need not tell over and over | , 
What I in my boſom confine. 


SONG ⁊2zi. 


EAR Madam, when ladies are willing, 
A Man muſt needs look like a fool ; 
For me, I would not give a ſhilling . 
For one that can love out of rule: 


* „ - 
At leaſt you ſhould wait for our offers, 
Nor ſnatch like old maids in deſpair ; 
If you've have liv'd till theſe years without proffers; 
Your fighs are now loſt in the air. 


You ſhould leave us to gueſs at your blaſhing, 
And not ſpeak the matter too plain; 
Tis ours to be forward and puſhing, 
And yours to affe& a diſdain. 
That you're in a terrible taking, 
Buy all your fond ogling I fee; 
But the fruit that will fall without 
Indeed, is too mellow for me. 


| a 


SONG 232. 


7 EPHYRS ſpread your purple pinions ; 
| Tune Florella's ſoul to love: 
Breathe ambroſial fragrance round her, 
F While ſhe decks the proud alcove. 
Purl ye cryſtal ſtreams fountains, 
Lull to reſt her weary eyes, 5 
Sol diſpel thy beams 
While the fair one dreams 
How enamour'd Strephon dies. 
F Haſte, oh! hafte, ye feathered fongfters, 
1 HFaſte to * ſpray; 
Wich blithe and tuneful fonnets, 
BY ail the beauteous queen of May. 
| Cupid, from thy airy region, 


View her marble neck and breaſt, 
Quickly fend a dart, 
To the fair-one's heart, 

And procure my lafting reſt. 


SONG 


»Tis not her ſhape, for there the fates, 
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SONG 233. 
X Es, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 
The p eaſing flame ſtole on me. 


"Tis not her face that love creates, 
For there no graces revel; 


*Tis not her ſhane, for there the fates 
Have rather been uncivil, 
Have rather been uncivil. 


"Tis not her air, for ſure in that 

There's nothing more than common ; 
And all her ſenſe is only chat, 

Like any other woman. 5 
Her voice, her touch, might give th' alarm; 
Tis both perhaps, or neither: - 
In ſhort, tis that provoking charm, | 
In ſhort, tis that provoking charm 

Of Czlia all together, 

Of Czlia all together. 


Seek not at once in a female to find | 

The form of a Venus with Pallas's mind 
L. et the fair one I love have but prudence in vicw, 
That tho? ſhe deceive, I may ſlill think her true. 
Be her perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean; 
Let her temper be cloud eſe, and ope n her mi-n; 


By 


_— 


F 

By folly, ill-nature, nor vanity led, 
Nor indebted to paint, — nor indebted to paint, 
For white or for red,—for white or for red. 


May her tongue, that dread weapon of moſt of the 
ſex, | | 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex ; 
Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a jeſt, 
For prudes I deſpiſe, and coquettes I deteſt. 
May her humour the taſte of the company hit, 
Not affectedly wiſe, nor too pert with her wit. 
Go find out the maid that is form'd on my plan, 
And I'll love her for ever,—and I'll love her for 
ever, 2 | 
IT mean, if I can, I mean, if I can. 


s ON G 233. 


HILST on thy dear boſom lying, 
Celia who can ſpeak my blits ! 
Who the rapture I'm enjoying, 
When thy balmy lips I kiſs ! 
Ev'ry look with love inſpires me, 
_ Ev'ry touch my boſom warms, 
Ev'ry melting murmur fires me, 
_ Ev'ry joy is in thy arms. 
| Thoſe dear eyes how ſoft they languiſh : 
Feel my heart with rapture beat ; 
Pleaſure turns almoſt to anguiſh, 
When the tranſport is ſo ſweet ; 
J. ook not ſo. divinely on me, 
Celia I ſhall die with bliſs; 
Yet, yet turnfnot thoſe eyes from me, 
Who'd not die 2 death like this? 


SO-N G 
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Asa me ev'ry tuneful bard, 


| Oh, lend me all your ſkill, 
In choiceſt lays, that | may praiſe, 
Dear Nanny of the hill, 
Sweet Nanny, dear Nanny, 
Sweet Nanny of che hill. 
How gay the glitt'ring beam of morn, 
That gilds the chryſtal rill; 
But far more bright than morning light, 
Shines Nanny of the hill, 
Dear Nanny, ſhines Nanny, 
Dear Nanny of the hill. 


The gayeſt flow'r ſo fair of late, 


The ev'ning damps will kill, 


But ev'ry day, more freſh and gay, 


Blooms Nanny of the hill, 
Sweet Nanny, blooms Nanny, 
Sweet Nanny of the hill. 
Old time arreſts his rapid flight, 
And keeps his motion ſtill, 
Reſolv'd to ſpare, a face fo fair, 
As Nanny's of the hill, 
Dear Nanny's, ſweet Nanny's, 
Dear Nanny's of the hill. 
To form my charmer, nature has 
Exerted all her ſkill, | 
Wit, beauty, truth, and roſy youth, 
Deck Nanny of the hill, | 
Deck Nanny, ſweet Nanny, 
Dear Nanny of the, hill, „ 3 
EE tr And 
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And now around the feſtive board 


The jovial bumpers fill, 
Each take his glaſs to my dear laſs 


Sweet Nanny of the hill, 
Dear Nanny, ſweet Nanny, 
Dear Nanny of the hill. 


SONG 237. 
Invitation to the CHAck. 
Sung by Mr. LOWE at VAUXHALL Gar- 


REc1TATIVE. 
"Ark the horn calls, away! 
Come the grave; come the gay; 
Wake to muſic that wakens the skies; 
Quit the bondage of ſloth and ariſe. 


SONG. 
From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
ö See the ſun- beams adorn 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high ! 
E Shrilly ope's the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 
Ind the floods and the valleys reply. 


Our fore-fathers ſo good, 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 
By encount'ring the pard and the boar ; 
| Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chaſe, 
And rrught woodlands and foreſts to roar, 


Hence 


nce 
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Hence of noble deſcent, 
Hills and dales we frequent, 


When the boſom of nature's reveal'd ; 


Tho' in life's buſy day, 
Man of man makes a prey, 


Still let ours be the prey of the field. 


With the chaſe full in fight, 

God's ! how great the delight! 
How our mortal ſenſations refine ! 

Where is care ? where is fear ? 

Like the winds, in the air, 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divine. 


Now to horſe, my brave boys, 
Lo each pants for the joys, 

That anon ſhall enliven the whole ! 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 

| Tolls and pleaſures recount, 

And renew the chaſe over the bowl. 


8 ON G 238. „ 
HAT Jenny's my friend, my delight, and 
my pride, on 


I always have boaſted and ſeek not to hide, 

I dwell on her praiſes wherever Il ro, 

They ſay I'm in love, but I anſwer, No, no. 
They ſay I'm in love, Ec. 


U 
At ev'ning oft: ti mes, with what pleaſure I ſee. 
A note from her hand, I'll be with you at tea. 
My heart how it bounds, when J hear her below, 
Bur ſay not *tis love, for I anſwer, No, no. 
5 . But ſay, c. 
U 2 She 


TD 20 1 
tells me her faults as ſhe fits on my knee; 
ide her and fay, ſhe's an angel to me. 
F 2 and ſtill bids me think fo, 
Who knows b 3 loves, though ſhe anſwers 


No, no. | 
Who knows, c. 
| From beauty and wit, and good humour how I, 
Should prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly. 
Thy bounty, O fortune, make hafte to beſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or ſtill I'll ſay, No. 


'SONG 239. 


Ark ! 1 hear the mother's cries, 

| For her child untimely flain ; 
See, ſhe lifts her ſtreaming eyes, 

And her boſom beats in vain. 


There the pale diſtracted wife, 
EKͤneeling by her huſband, ſee; 
Why (ſhe cries) was thy dear life 

| Torn from my dear babes and me? 
| Brothers weep for brothers loſt ; 

3 Orphans their dead fathers moan: 

E Theſe are deeds that war can boaſt, 
4 _ Theſe are triumphs all his own. 


SONG 240. 
ARK, bark, o'er the plains, how the 
merry bells : 
Aſleep while my 2. is laid, 
* vs Se. ; 


He. 


The 


The village is up, and the day's on the 
win 


85 
And . may yet die a maid, my poor 


And Phaſe; may yet die a maid. 


She. Tis hardly yet day, and I cannot away; 
O Damon, I'm young and afraid ? 
To-morrow, my dear, I'll to church with- 
out fear, 
But let me to night lie a maid, 
My dear boy, c. 
He. The bride-maids are met, and mamma '$-0n 
the pet, 
All, all, my coy Phillis aN 
By midni che | my dear ſhall be eas d of her 
ar, 
Nor grieve ſhe's no longer a maid, 
My dear girl, Se. 
She. Dear ſhepherd, forbear, and to-morrow I 
| ſwear, 
| To-morrow I'll not be afraid; 
III open the door, and denysyou no more, 
Nor * to live longer a maid, ; 
My dear boy, Sc. 
He. No, no, Phillis, no, on thy boſom of 
we; d be laid; 
To- night ſhall your her 5 
Faſt lock 'd in my 3 ſhall yield up 
charms, 5 
Nor with to live longer a maid, ö 
My dear gul, Sr. 
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— Then open the door, "twas unbolted be- 


fore, 
"Twas Damon his bliſs that delay'd ; 
To church let us go, and if there I ſay no, 
O then let me die an old maid, 


My dear boy, &c. 


Dove and CO us. 
Away then, away, and to love give the day, 
Ve nymphs, let example perſuade ; | 
Let beauty be tim'd, when' the ſwain's in the 
| mind, 
"Tis fooliſh to die an old maid, my dear girl, 
"Tis fooliſh to die an old maid. 
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Y Kitty cries, were Damon wiſe, 
3 His paſſion I'd approve ; 

© Burt like the bee, ſo gay, fo free, 
He merits not my love: 
From maid to maid his heart has ſtray d, 
= __ each 3 has won; 

Muy ſpirits t, a ſhare I hate, 

4 Tl have Rim all or none. | 
Her reaſ'ning ſuch, I wonder much 
=E - Herſelf ſhe cannot ſee; 

For, oh, the fawn, that ſkips the lawn, 
. Is -not ſo. wild as the ! 

h am'rous ſwain breathes out his pain, 
"To alt ſhe lends an ear ; ; 
The caſe is thus, and which of us 

Jn love's mol irfincere ? 


+ 


. 
* 
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J often cry, dear Kitty, why 
Shou'd youth in vain be ſpent EL 
In Hymen's bands let's join our hands, 
And live with each content; 
But her reply commands a figh, 
Tiis Damon, patient wait g 
Grow wiſe and mend, Þll be your friend, 
And leave the reſt to fate. 


| Ye powers above, who rule o'er love, ; 

Our giddy thoughts confine! - 

My heart wou d her o'er all prefer, 
' Wou'd ſhe be only mine, 

She thinks tis ſtrange that I ſhou'd range; 
J think ſhe waſtes her charms : 

And 1 ſee we ſhan't agree, 

77 in each others arms. 
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E nymphs all labour day and night, 
To rival and outſhine my widow, 
But ſhe, beſides the charms in fight, 
Has matchleſs graces that lie hid-o. 
O my lovely charming widow ; 
My dear delicious charming widow | 
May joy ftill bleſs, and love careſs, 
The tender heart of my lovely widow. 


Might I be monarch of the eaſt, 

But muſt for that my widow, | 

Upon her lips I'd chuſe to feaſt, 

And take the ſweet repaſt inſtead - o, F 43 
O my lovely, Se. 


eee 
nm 5 
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But all 
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There are who ſet chem up for maids, 


And ſpare no pains to blaſt my wide; 
e while we know they're jades, 
And uM a thouſand times been rid-o. 

O my lovely, &c. 
Tranſcendent, ſweet, inchanting fair ! 
Delighful, pretty, ſmiling widow ! 
O let me baniſh ev'ry care | 
With thee, in yonder verdant W | 


O my lovely, Sc. 


A roſy, fragrant, balmy breath, 


Perfumes the kiſſes of my widow ; 
Like nectar, they might fave from death, 
But cruel, envious ( forbid—oh ! 


| O my lovely, Sc. 
Tranſporting love, and honeſt truth, 

And ſweet humour grace my widow ; 
And in the florid bloom of youth, 


Her wit is ſtill by . led-o.. 
O my lovely, Se. 


| : Aid when within my folding arms, 


I 6ſondly claſp my gentle widow, 
My heart like any goat's, ſhe warms, 
That * to 2 the future kid - o. 
| O my lovely, Sc. 
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'TERN winter hath left us, the trees 
are in bloom, 

And cowſlips and vi lets the meadows per- 

fume ; 5 W 


SHE. 


CS 


ule 


ſ] 
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While kids are diſporting and birds fill the 


Pray, 
I wait for my Jockey g + _ the new. May, 


I wait for my Jockey, & 


ſtray'd, 


HE. Among the young lies my Jenny, I've 


Pinks, daiſies, and woodbines I bring to my 


maid ; 


Here's thyme ſweetly ſmelling, and lavender 


Say: 
A poſy to form for my queen of che May, 


A poſy to form, Oc. 


She. Ah! Jockey, I fear you intend to beguile : 


When feated with Molly 


laſt night on a ſtile, 


You ſwore that you'd lore her for ever and 


aye, 


F orgetting poor Jenny, your queen of the May, 


Forgetting poor, &c 


HE. . handſome, in ſhepherd” s green | 
He gave you thoſe ribbons that hang at your 


breaſt, 


Beſides three ſweet kiſſes upon the new hay, 
Was that done like Jenny, my queen of the 


May? 
Was that done, c. 


Suk. This garland of roſes no lon 


Since Jockey, falſe he 
nies ; 
Ye flowers ſo bloomi 
For Jenny's no lon 
For Jenny's, Cc. of 


age Lec his = de- | 


, this inſtant decay, 


He 


2 — 


HY. Believe me, dear maiden, your lover you 
wrong, | 
Your _ 15 for ever the theme of my 
ng; 
From the dews of pale eve to the dawning 
Ys 
I fing but of Jenny, my queen of the May, 
I fing but of, &c. 6 
Sus. Again balmy comfort with tranſport I view, 
My fears are all vaniſh'd, fince Jockey 1s 
true ; 
Then to our blithe ſhepherds the news III 
convey, 
| That Jenny alone you've crown'd queen of 


May, 
That Jenny alone, Ge 


= Hz. Of every degree, ye true lovers, draw near, 


Avoid all ſuſpicion, whate'er may appear ; 
* Believe not your eyes, — — 


May, 
Then come, c. 


Born. Of ev'ry — ye young lovers draw 


Avoid all faſpicion, whate'er may appear; 
| Believe not your eyes, if your peace they'd 


Then come, my dear Jockey, and hail the 
Then come my_dear Jenny and hail the 
new * 
SONG 
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HEN will war and tumult ceaſe ? - 


When the jarring world have peace ? 
While ambition, bold and blind, , 
Leagu'd with diſcord ſways mankind : 
While for rule, and not for right, 
Kings contend and nations fight: 
How ſhould war and tumult ceaſe ? 
How the jarring world have peace ? 
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1 E all to conquering beauty bow, 
Its pleaſing power admire; 

But I ne'er knew a till now, 
That cou'd like your's inſpire : 

Now I may ſay, I met with one 
Amazes all mankind; 

And like men gazing on the ſun, 
With too much light are blind, 
Soft as the tender moving ſighs, 
When longing lovers meet, 

Like the divining ets, wiſe; 
Like new-blown roſes, ſweet, 

Modeſt, yet gay; reſerv'd, yet free; 
Each happy night a bride; 

A mein like a majeſty, 


And yet no ſpark of pride, 


„0 
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The patriarch to win a wife, 

Chaſte, beautiful, and young, 
Serv'd fourteen years a painful liſe, 
And never thought it long ; 
Ahl were you to reward ſuch care, 
And life ſo long would ſtay, 
Not fourteen, but four hundred years, 
| Would ſeem but as one day. 
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OW bleſt are ars laſſes, 
Who never toll for treaſure! 


We know no care but how to ſhare 
Each day's ſucceſſive pleaſure. 


Drink away, let's be gay, 
y Beggfrs ſtill with bliſs abound ; 
= Mirth and joy ne'er can cloy. 


Whillt the ſparkling glaſs . round. 
A fig for gaudy faſhions, 
o want of clothes oppreſs us: 
We live at eaſe, with rags and fleas : 
| We value not our dreſſes. 
Drink away, Sc. 
Wee ſcorn all ladies waſhes, 
Wich which they ſpoil Sa feature: 
No patch or paint our — taint ; 
We live in fimple nature 
Drink away, Sc. 
No cholic, ſpleen, or vapours, 
At morn or ev'ning teize us; 
We drink no tea, or rataſie; 
When fick, a dram can caſe us, TRE 
Drink _— S6. What 
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What ladies act in private, 
By nature's ſoft complyſance 
We think no crime, w in our prime, 
To kiſs without a licence. 
Drink away, Ce. 


We know no ſhame or ſcandal, 
The beggars law befriend us; 
We all agree in liberty, | 
And poverty defends us. 
Drink away, c. 
Like jolly eas, 
Thus, thus, we drown all ſorrow ; 
We live to-day, and ne'er delay 
Sur pleaſure till to-morrow. 
Drink away, let's be 
s ſtill with bs abound ; 
Mirth and joy ne er can cloy, , 
Whilſt the ſparkling glaſs goes round. 
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J Appy's the love which meets return, 
When in foft flames ſouls equal burn: 

But words are wanting to diſcover 
1 torments of a hopleſs lover. 
ſters of heaven, relate, 
i looking o'er the — of fate, 
Did you there ſee me mark d to marrow 
Mary Scot the flower of Yarrow ? 


Ah no! her form's too heavenly fair, 
Her love the Gods above muſt ſhare ; 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at a diſtance due _ her, © 
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O lovely maid ! my doubts i 
Revive and bleſs me with a 
Alas ! if not, you'll ſoon — 8 
Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſh, ye fears ! I'll not deſpair, 
8 May's render as ſhe's fair; 
en I'l 


go tell her all my anguiſh, 
She is too good to let me languiſh : 
With ſucceſs crown'd, I'll not envy 
The folks who dwell above the ſky; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
| We'll make a paradiſe on Yarrow. 
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F love s a ſweet paſſion, why does it torment? 
1 ae + pray tell me whence comes my cons 


Since — pau, why ſhould I com- 
n 
4 ae when I know tis in vain? 
Z ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
3 | Tha at once It both wounds me, and tickles my 
I graſp her hand atly, k langui down, 
And by paſſionate filence | _ wn ; 
But oh! how I'm bleſs'd, when ſo kind the does 
prove, . 

By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love ! 
When in ſtrivin . hide ſhe reveals all her tome, 
1 And our * each other What neither does 
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How — is beauty, how ſweet are the 


1 Seigheel embraces, how peaceful her 
| arms! 4 
Sure there's nothing 6 eafy 2s learning to W AK 
"Tis taught us on earth, wil dy by all things above, ⁵⁶ 
And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes muſt 7 


For e dei th that conquers and keeps the fair | 


'$SONG.- 249. 


Ttend, ye nym a While 1 impart, 
The ſeeret wi wiſhes of my heart; _ 4 
And tell what fwain, if one there be. 
Whom fate deſigns for love and me. if 
Let reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide ; _ et” VB 
Let honour all his actions guides „ 
Stedfaft in Jet M be. : 3.17 232% 
The ſwain defign'd for. love and me. _ 
With par Gals his be. T 3 2 4 
i good nature ſweetly join 3 5. 
22 to modeſt merit he, 7 ul 8 BH 
| The ſwain deſign'd for love and we. 1 


Seth . * 
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d for love and 1 me. e e 
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can contrive me ſuch a cup. 

3 As Neſtor us'd of old, 

| Try all thy fkill to trim it up; 
And damaſk it round with gold. 

& Make it ſo large, when fill'd with punch 

{ Up to the ſwelling brim, 

{ Vaſt toaſts on the delicious lake 
(Like ſhips at ſea) may ſwim. 
Carve me thereon a curling vine, 
And add two lovely boys; 

Whoſe limbs in am'rous folds entwine, 
| The types of future joys. 

| Cupid and Bacchus my Gods are, 

| May love and wine ſtill reign ; 


| | With wine I waſh away my care, 
And then to love again. 
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| 8 155 girls, whoſe only claim to worth 
4 Lies in their faces, or their birth, 
By ſordid bards be prais'd ? 
Shall ſenſe and wit n lefed live, 
While few to virtue honour give, 
; However great' or rais'd. 
Sad emblem of degen'rate days, 
When poets outward beauty praiſe, 
i And court an empty face ? 
| Can virtue's charms no muſe inſpire ? 
In virtue's cauſe ſhall none take fire, 
3 Oh blind miſtaken race! 


| [233 ] 
Ah, could the bard with Flaccus write, 
Or foar in Maro's lofty flight, 
Or boaſt a Naſo's pen; 
He'd laſh with Juvenal the ape, 
Satire ſhould ſwell in ev'ry page, 
Againft deluded men. 


What tho” ſhe boaſts a beauteous face, 
And flaunts, ſuperb, in ſilk and lace: 
Is worth convey'd by cloaths ? 
What, tho* ſhe ſhines at balls and plays, 
And gaily ſpends her flying days, 
Imir'd by belles and beaux? 
What, I would aſk, are crowns and kings ? 
What 2 and titles? fleeting things ! 
 __ That mock th' aſpiring mind: 
Princes, alas! to duſt return, 
The rich, the great muſt fill the urn, 
And leave their ſtate behind! 
Believe me, ladies, for tis true, 
Not all the di'monds of Peru, 
One grain of worth can add; 
Not al! the gold the Indies bear, 
Not all the gems that glitter there, 
Can beautify the Dad. 
*Tis innate virtue merits praiſe, 
*Tis that alone deſerves the lays, 
And all a poet's art: 
We ſpurn the bards, who meanly fing 
Of charms, which ſplendid fortunes bring, 
But ne'er regard the heart. 
Deſpiſe, ye fair, the empty girls, | 
Whoſe beauty lie in flowing curls, 
a X 3 .- wa ; 


[ 234 ] 
| Who ſhine in borrow'd charms : 
She, ſhe alone's the happy maid, 
Whoſe real beauties never fade, 

_ Whoſe boſom virtue warms. 
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TOve, when he ſaw my Fanny's face; 
With wond'rous paſſion mov'd, 
the care of human race, 
And felt at laſt he lov'd, 
And felt at laft he lov'd. 
Then to the God of ſoft defire 
His ſuit he thus addreft : 
1 Fanny love, with mutual fire, 
O touch her tender breaſt 1 
IF anny love, &c. 


= Your fighs are hopeleſs, Cupid cries, 
l lov'd the maid before, 
What ! rival me ? the Pow'r replies, 
' "Whom Gods and men adore, 
© - Whom Gods, Ee. 
4 He graſp'd the bolt, he ſhook the ſprings 
b-.* Of bis im * throne ; 1 
& While Cupi war d his roſy wings, 
And in a breath was gone. 
While Cupid, &c. 


' O'er earth and ſeas the Godhead "EY 
But ftill no ſhelter found; 

For as he fled his da grew, 
And lightnings flaſh' around. 

4 1 lightnings, &c. 
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At laft his trembling fear impels 
His flight to Fanny's eyes; 
Where happy, ſafe, and pleas'd he dwells, 
Nor minds his native ſkies. 
Where happy, &c. 
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Daruns. * 3 
|” 22 of C er bag d! in your 


Have you wepe for whole months, nor been able 
to re 
Till the fair one took pity and bid you be bleſs'd ? 
Speak boldly the wa, my good ſhepherd. 
Collin. 
No, that I can't brag of; but all the day lang 
Some miſtreſs or other has place 1 in my ſong ; 
My paſſion's not laſting, but tis very ſtrong, 
I ſpeak the plain truth, my good lady. 
Darn. 
I doubt you' re a rover; if ſo, a young . 
May fear to de with you, within this thick: ae. 
CoLLin. 
Such beauties as yours need be never afraid. - 
I ſpeak the plain truth, my good + 
. hephandet, * a EY. 
Suppoſe a young ſhepherdeſs, } my ſize, 
An air too like mine, and a air of fuch eyes, 
| © Should like you, ſay, would you your 
ETD deſpiſe? 
| Speak boldly the truth, my good phe. 
Corum 


12350 

ColLIix. 
Plain dealing's a jewel, you very well know; 
And therefore permit me to own ere I go, 
* a miſtreſs as you is, at beſt, but ſo ſo. 

I ſpeak the plain truth, my good lady. 

1 AST: 
1 rave. gentle maiden. 
|  Daynxs. | 
Farewel, thou dull ſwain: 


Born. 


And I care not if e'er I behold thee again. 
LIE plain truth, &c... 
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The TAYLOR and SEMSTRESS. 


Taylor there was, and he liv'd in a garret, 
4 Who ne'er in his * taſted champaigne 
4 or claret; 

Wich » ſoups, or ragouts, a never was 


; | But cabbage, believe me, was his daily had, 
2 Derry down, down. 
= His work he — without any repining, 
When — cho with a pint of three threads for his 


SE Til C 
J Wah a 


d, whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 
s's bodkin deſtroyed his quietus. 
FF" Derry down, &c. 
1 longer a birth-night affords any lexfure, 
AY „ ſcatter d, in tatters bin meaſure 


Go ſeek thy companions that brouze on the plaiti. 


+ ied twn nd rods nnd © eo 


ay at 


Phe fates ſhears would NNE of his remnant 


* 4 3 
3 he contrives not with items to well, | 
_ 0 and buckram, he * them 


Cupid pitying-his caſe, at length flew to 5 his ad. 
e the hole he had 9 
E Ka 
He bade him be bold and not ſtand like a mute, 
And never give out till he'd finiſh'd his fuit. 
He viſits the ſemftreſs with aukward addreſs, 
Proteſts on her kindneſs hung his happineſs: | 
But the ſcornfully ſneer d at bis s and 
wuheedle, 
For ſhe, lack. a-day! was as ſharp as a needle. 
He told her on hon'rable terms he was come, if 
And d he might ſoon be inform'd of his 
oom; „ 


Unleſs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly bis Wife; 


of life. 
D'ye think, cry'd the ſemfireſs, Til take for a | 


One whom n0 one ae ut thee Kip ofa 


loaſe? . | 4 1259 
Advance in your favour whatever you. can, 3 A 
A taylor is but the ninth. part. of a may. 2 40 
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Was juſt like a needle without — 


* 
or 
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| When the prieſt ſhould have tack'd them together; 


he 
For her palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide ; 
; 1 to turkeys and capon he could not aſ- 


u ſure of a gooſe at the fire. 
As ſhe work'd he commended her fingers fo 


nimble ! 
And ſwore that her eyes were more bright than 
her thimble ; 


. ſmall was his wit, he ſo ated his part, 


That (I know not how 'twas) but he cabbag'd 
her heart. 


| Away hand in hand to the chap pel they went ; 


: — d in her viſage the Feaſt diſcontent ; 


5 denth could the corjuga nor hav 


I croſs A together ſat till dy'd. 
” e en down, & 
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row hard is the fate of all womankind, 


For ever ſubjected, r ever conſin d. 
ts controul — we are 
enſlave us the reſt of our lives. 


II fondly 8 dare not reveal, 


8 715 compell'd to conceal; 
| RY * 1 5 5 
e "dif we're 
so 


„ 
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D mother, if you pleaſe, you may, 


Place others to obſerve my way; 
Or be yourſelf the watchful ſpy, 
And keep me ever in your eye, 
And keep me ever in your eye. 
Unleſs the will itſelf reſtrain, 
The care of others is in vain ; 
And if myſelf I do not keep, 
Inſtead of watching you may ſleep. 
' When you forbid what love inſpires, 
 Forbidding, you but fan its fires ; - 
Reſtraint does appetite _ 
And youth may prove too ſtrong for age. | 
Then have typ unconfin'd and free, ft] 
ith prudence for m lock and k Em tots 
For if myſelf I do not Y 3 2 


Inſtead of watching al may wy. 
s ONG 257. 4 


wa as aryllis youn Strephon had 
. fy bis fix'd aten, and dy'd for in 


He _—_ one May- -morning to \meet.in the g 
By her own dear appointment, this goddeſs 


Mean whining eee Oh : 
And doated on each ; can a lover do more? 


He waited, and waited, then changing his en. 
* fury, and rage, and aur 


_ 
2 
- 
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Baut cuddle me longer in bed, 


6 - Will chaſe all dulll vapours away. 
* : SONG 


[ 240 ] | 


The ſun was commanded to hide his dull light, 


And the — courſe of nature was alter'd down- 
right. 

"Twas his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, 

But never to change ; can a lover do more ? 

Cleora, it hap'd, was by accident there; 

No roſe-bud ſo tempting, no lilly ſo fair: 


He preſs'd her white hand, next her lips he eſſay d, 


Nor would ſhe deny him, fo civil the maid! 
Her, kindly compliance his peace did reſtore ; 
And dear Amaryllis was thought of no more, 

: ' SONG 288. 


THE hounds are all out and the morning does 
a ES 


Peep; . 
Why, how now, you ſluggardly fot! 
How can you, how can you lie ſnoring aſleep, 
While we all on horſeback are got, En] 
My brave boys? 
While we all on horſeback are got, 
I cannot get up, for the over night's cup 
So terribly lies in my head: 
Beſides, my wife cries, My dear do not riſe, 


5 My dear boy: 
But cuddle me longer in bed. 
Come, on with your boots, and ſaddle your mare 

Nor tire us with longer delay; | 


|. - The cry of the hounds, and the fight of the hare, i 


Vo 
= \ 
= 


Will chaſe all dull vapours away, EP 
3 My brave boy ; 


WS 


re, 


N 


And the voice enc 


"Tis all the ſame to me. 3333 
9 Daru ux 


. 1251 
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7 the linnet fly the ſnare, 
When tempted by a pleaſing bait, 
hants her er 


Of her long-loſt warbling mate ? 
Will the woman e'er deſpiſe, 
The fight which charms her eyes, 
And be ſo far unwiſe, | 
To caſt away Gold, her Virtue to hold ? 
If ſuch a thing is done, | 
The fair who can't be won, NS 
May ſurely retrieve, all we loſt by Dame Eve, 
And at court may die a Nun! 


8 ON G 260. 


Darn. 5 | 
Say! muſt I ſigh and pine, my love? 
O ſay, muſt I ſigh and pine? 
You're cruel, I ſwear, | 
As a tiger or bear, 
If you don't to my with incline, my love; 
If you don't to my wh incline. 
CoLLin. 
So much I delight in thee, my dear ; 
So much I delight in thee ; wy 
Thou may'ſt ſigh, pine, and moan, 
Or may'ſt let it alone; 
"Tis all the ſame to me, my dear; 


= 
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Daynne. 


| But fay, ſhould I break my heart, my love? 


But ſay, ſhould I break my heart? 
Would you not be diſmay'd 
To have murder'd a maid 
With Cupid's keeneſt dart, my love ? 
With Cupid's keeneſt dart. 
CoLLIN. | 
I ſhould not be much diſmay'd, my dear ; 
I ſhould not be much diſmay d: 
If you think that I lye, 
You had better go try, 


I am not much afraid, my dear, 


I am not much afraid. 
Daryune. 
Since nothing, I find, will do, my love: 
Since nothing, I find, will do; | 
No, I'll live for your ſake; 
And I'Il live to laugh at you, my love; 


=  AndPFll live to laugh at you. 


ONWG: a... 


Honour's laws ſhould ſacred be, 


Boaſting favours from another, 


Ne'er will favour gain with me, 
Ne'er will favour gain with me: 


But inſpir'd with indignation, 
= 7 SoonerT'd lead apes in hell, 
= B'er I'd truſt my reputation 


4 
4 
. 


l With ſuch fools as kiſs and tell, 


Wich ſuch fools as kiſs and tcl. 


LAB not what you ought to ſmother, 


He 
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He, who finds a hidden treaſure 
Never ſhould the ſame reveal; 


He whom beauty crowns with pleaſure, 


Cautious ſhould his joys conceal 
Cautious ſhould his joys conceal, 
Him with whom my heart I'll venture, 
Shall my fame from cenſure ſave; 
One where truth and prudence centre, 
And as ſecret as the grave, 
And as ſecret as the grave. 


S ON G 262. 


ONS of Bacchus let's be gay 
_) Nimbly move the chearful glaſs, | 
Life is ſhort, and glides away, 

Let it then in ure paſs : 
Phcebus now may hide his light, 

Silver Cynthia ceaſe to ſhine, 


Bacchus rays are far more bright, 


Sparkling from the gen'rous wine, 


Sparkling from the gen'rous wine. 


When the nymph is coy and cold, 
And puts _— a Go 
Bacchus makes the loyer bold, 
Courage ever gains the fair. 
While the fool who waſtes his time, 
Trifling o'er infipid tea: 
Ne'er can aim at things ſublime, 
Till he freely drinks like me. 
Till he freely drinks like me. 


TX 3 
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4 ; Swain of love d 
A Thus wail'd his cruel 


His grief the ſhepherd's ſharing 


In circles round him ſat ; 


The nymphs in kind compaſſion, 
The luckleſs lover mourn'd ; 
All who had felt love's paſſion 
A ſigh for ſigh return'd. 
All who had felf love's paſſion 
A ſigh for ſigh return d. 
O friends ! your plaints give over, 


Your kind concern f 
Should Chloe but diſcover 

For me you've ſhed a tear, 
Her eyes ſhe'd arm with venge 


— 3 


| Your friendſhip ſoon ſabdue : 
- Too late you'd ask forgiveneſs, 


And for her mercy ſue. 


ner charms fuch force diſcover, 


Reſiſtance is in vain, 

= Spight of yourſelf you'll love 

= nd hug the galling chain: 
Her wit the flame increaſes 

And rivets faſt the dart: 

She has ten thouſand graces, 


ber, 


And each could gain a heart. 


| But oh ! one more deſerving 


Has thaw'd her frozen breaſt, 


ner heart for him preſerving, 
= : She*gcold to all the reſt. 
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Their love with joy abounding, 
The thought diſtracts my brain. 

Oh cruel maid ! then ſwooning, 
He fell upon the plain. 


$ONG 264, 
M Y Patie is a lover gay, 


His mind is never muddy, 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy : 

His ſhape is handſome, middle ſize, 
He's ftately in his walking : 

The ſhining of his e en ſurprize, 

Ti heav'n to hear him tawking, 

Laſt night I met him on a bauk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 

There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 

That ſet my heart a glowing: 

He kiſs'd and vow'd he wad be mine 
And lov'd me beſt of ony, 

Which gars me like to ſing finſyne, 

O cornriggs are bonny. 

Let maidens of a filly mind 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 

Since we for yielding were defign'd „. 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting 

Then I'll comply and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my cockernonny, 

He's free to touzle air or late 
Where corn riggs are bonny, 

Ya 
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WAS on a river's verdant fide, 
2 at the cloſe of day, 

A dying ſwan with muſic try d 

JI 0o chaſe her cares away. 


And tho ſhe ne er had ſtretch'd her throat 
Nor tun'd her voice before, 
Death, raviſh'd with ſo ſweet a note, 

Awhile his ftroke forbore. 


Farewel, ſhe cry'd, ye filver ſtreams, 

Ye purling rills adieu, 
Where Phœbus us d to dart his hens, 
And bleſs'd both me and you. 


Farewel, ye tender whiſtling reeds, 
Soft ſcenes of happy love; 

Farewel, ye bright enamell'd meads, 
Where I was wont to rove. 


No more with you may I converſe; 
See, yonder ſetting ſun 


Wirts while I theſe laſt notes rehearſe, 


And then I muſt be gone. 


Mourn not, my tender conſtant mate, 
| We'll meet again below ; 
It is the kind decree of fate, 

And I with pleaſure go. 7 | 


1 SONG 266, 
| 2 F ſwiftly ye minutes, till Comus receive 


The e fot tranſports that beauty can, 


give ; 
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The bowl's frolick joys let him teach her to prove, 


And ſhe in return yield the raptures of love. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 


All grandeur infipid, and riches a pain; 


The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave: 
Love and wine give, ye Gods, or take back what 
ye gave. 

| Cuokus. 


Away, away, away, 
To Comus' court repair; 
There night outſhines the day, 
There yields the melting fair. 
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JIVE ſwains that are courting a maid, 


Be warn'd and in by me: 


Tho' ſmall experience I've had, 


I'll give you good counſel and free. 
For women are changeable things, 
And ſeldom a moment the ſame, 


As time a variety brings, 


Their looks new humours proclaim. 
Their looks, Sc. | 


But he, who in love would freed, | 


And his miftreſs's favour obtain, 


Muſt mind it as ſure as his creed, 


To make hay while the ſun is ſerene. 
There's a ſeaſon to conquer the fair, 


And that's when they re merry and gay» 
'To catch the occafion take care, 


When tis gone then in vain you'll aflay; 43 
N SON 


3 ; And meets me at night, © 
_ What tho' on her checks the roſe loſes its hue, 


. T2488] 
SONG 268. 
"OW bleſt has my time been ! what days have 
I known, 


Since wedlock's ſoft bondage made Jeſly my own? 
So joyful my heart is, ſo eaſy my chain, 
That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a _ 

That freedom is taſteleſs, &c. 


'Thro' _ grown with i as often we 


Around us our boys and girls frolick and play ; 


Thoꝰ pleaſin 3 ſport is, the wanton ones ſee 
th 


They bo eir looks from my Jeſly and me, 
They borrow, c. 


To try her ſweet temper oft'times am I ſeen 
In revels all day with the nymphs on the 


 'Tho' painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe begs, 


And meets me at night with compliance and ſmiles, 


8 Her eaſe and good humour bloom all the year 
* through: 


' 43 Time ſtill, as he flies: adds increaſe to her truth, 
And gives to her mind what he ſteals from her 


youth. 
And gives to her mind, Ec, 


| 1 Ve ſn epherds ſo gay, who make love to inſnare, 


And FG with falſe vows the too credulous fair ; 

In ſearch of true pleaſure how vainly you roam? 

Jo hold it for life you muſt find it at home, 

| To hold it for lite, &c, | 
SONG 
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HE blitheſt bird that fings in May 
Was ne'er more blithe, was ne'er more gay, 
Than I, ah well-aday! ts 

Than 1, ah well-a-day | 
E're Collin, yet had learn'd to ſigh, 


Or I to gueſs the reaſon why: 


O love, ah well-a-day ! 
O love, ah well-a-day | 


We kiſs'd, we toy'd, but neither knew 


From whence theſe fond endearments grey; 
Till he, ah well-a-day! 
Till he, ah well-a-day ! 

By time and other ſwains made wiſe, 


\ Began to talk of hearts and eyes, 


And love, ah well-a-day *Y 
And love, ah well-a-day | ö | 
Kind nature now took Collin's part, 
My Eyes inform'd againſt my heart, 
My heart, ah well-a-day! . 
| My heart, ah well-a-day! 7 
Strait glow'd with thrilling ſympathy, - 2 
And echo'd back each gentle figh ; 88 
Each figh, ah well-a-day! - 
Each figh, ah well-a-day! _ — 
Can love, alas! by words be ſhown, * 
He aſk'd a proof, a tender one, | "oY 
While I, ah well-a-day l ; 
While I, ah well-a-day ! 
In filence bluſh'd a fond reply, 
Can ſhe who truly loves deny? 
Ah, no, ah well a-day ! 


Ah, no, ah well-a-day 1 


— b _ 


USV, curious, thirſty Fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as I; 
| Freely welcome to my cup, 

Couldſt thou ſip and fip it up: 
Make the moſt of life you may, 
Life is ſhort and wears away, 


Life is ſhort, &c, 
Both alike are mine and thine, 


Haſtening quick to their decline 
Thine's a ſummer, mine's no more. 

| 'Tho' repeated to threeſcore; 
Threeſcore ſummers,when they're gone, 
Mill appear as ſhort as one, 

3 W ill appear, &c. — 
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ASt. Oſyche, by the mill, 
= There dwells a lovely laſs ; 
© Oh! had I her good will, 
How gaily life would paſs. 
No bold intruding care, 
Mi bliſs ſhoulde'er annoy < 

Her ſmiles would gild deſpair, 
And brighten ev'ry joy. 

Like nature's rural ſcene, 

Her artleſs beauties charm : 
Like them with joy ſerene, _ 
Our wiſhing hearts they warm: 
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Her looks with ſweetneſs crown'd, 
Steel ev'ry ſenſe away ; 

The liſtening ſwains around 
Forget the ſhort' ning day. 


Health, freedom, wealth, and eaſe, 
Without her taſteleſs are ; Pe 
She gives them pow'r to pleaſe, _ 
And makes them worth our care. 
Is there, ye fates, a bliſs 
| Reſerved for my ſhare ? 
Indulgent hear my wiſh, 
And grant it ail in her. 


SONG 272, 
HE ſweet roſy morning 
2 Peeps over the hills, 
With bluſhes adorn 
The meadows and fields. 
| CHnorus, 
The merry, merry, merry horn 
Cries come, come away; 
Wake from your dull ſlumbers, 
And hail the new day. 
The ſtag rous'd before us 
Away ſeems to fly, 
And pants to the chorus 
tounds in full cry. 
Cnoaus :- 
Then follow, follow, follow, follow, 
The muſical chace, 
Where pleaſure and vigorous 
Health you embrace, 


2521 
| The day's ſport, when over, 
1 Makes blood circle right, 
And gives the briſk lover 
Freſh charms for the night. 
 Cnoxve. 
Then let us, let us enjoy 
All we can while me may ; 
Let love crown the night, 
As our — crown the tis. 


SO NG 273. 


NE ſummer's eve, as Strephon rov'd, 
Wrapt up in thought profound ; 
Surpriz'd he ſaw his beſt belov'd, 
Lie ſleeping on the ground: 
Awake, my pretty ſleeper, wake, 
Awake to Strephon's call; 
Be careful, for Ts lover's ſake, 
EF *Tis night, the dew-drops fall. 
Then to her cheek his lips he lay, 
And gently ftole a kiſs; 
HShe ſtill ſlept on, he not diſmay 'd, 
Repeats the tranfient bliſs : 
E She wakes, and thus with eager tone, 
Away, away, ſhe cries ; 
Then Rating, bids the ſwain begone ; + 
| She ſigh'd, and cloſs'd her eyes. 
2 Tho- cruel are your words, ſweet maid, 
Can fighs proceed from hate; 
3 | My doubts are gone, then down he laid, 
| = MS to "ws her __ ; 
AB Defended 
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Defended from the nozious air, 
Within his arms ſhe lay ; 
And tho' the ſwain oft wak'd the fair, 
She {aid no more till day. 


SONG 275 


Ear the fide of a 00 at the foot of the hill, 
A free-hearted fellow attends on his mill ; 
Freſh health blooms her — hue o'er hisſace, 

And honeſty gives cen to aukwardnels grace. 


Beflower'd with his meal daes he labour and fag, : 
And regaling at night, he's as bleſt as a king; 7 
Aſter heartily eating, he takes a full fill! 
Ot liquor home- brew id, to ſucceſs of the mill. 


He makes no nice ſcruples of toll for his trade, 
For that's an exciſe to his induſtry paid; 5 
His conſcience is free, and hes income is clear, 
And he values not them of ten thouſand a year. 
He's a frecho!d ſufficient to give him a vote 
At elections he ſcorns to accept of a groaatz _. ? 
He hates your proud p'acemen. and do what they © * 
_.- "Pd e | "Mo 
They ne'cr can ſeduce the ſtaunch man of the mil. 
On Sunday he talks with the barber and prieft, _ | 
And hopes that our ſtateſmen do all for the beſt; . © - 
That the *paniards ſhall ne'er interrupt our free 


| e, 5 
Nor good Britiſh coin be in nhbſidies paid. 


He fears the French navy and commerce inereaſe 
And he withes at tans. | 4 


? 


* 4 


PF 
* - 
- * x , 
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| Tho' old England, he knows, may have fltength 
and have skill, 
| To protect all her mannors, and ſave his own mill. 


| With this honeſt hope he goes home to his work, 
| And if water is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 


And over the meadow he ſcatters his hay, 
Or with his ſtiff plough turns up furrows of clay. 


| His harveſt is crawn'd with a good Engliſh glee; 
That his country may ever be happy and free, 
| With 1 and his heart $0 king GeorGE does 
| May all loyal fouls a the man of the mill. 


l SONG 276. 
\Weet day ſo.eool, ſo calm, fo bright, 
The bridal of the earth and sky, 
The dew ſhall weep thy fall to night, 
For thou, with all thy ſweets, muſt die. 
For thou, with all thy uſt die. 
Sweet roſe, ſo fragrant and ſo brave, 
| Dazzling the raſh beholder's eye: 
| Thy root is ever in thy grave, 
And thou, with all thy ſweets, muſt die. 
Sweet ſpring ſo beauteous and ſo gay, 
|  Storcheule, where ſweets unnumber d lie, 
| Not long try —— Tay ſtay, 
For thou, with y ſweets, muſt die. 
| Sweet love alone, Het wedded love, 


| AE if yon damask roſe is ſweet, 
Then ask each ſhepherd that you meet, 


Bid wanton linnets quit . 
The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 


Pe dards unenvied laurels wear, 


With ſinging and dancing, in pleaſure advancing I 
: Our labour is o'er, our barns in full W 


No courtier can be ſo happy as we, 2 


8 


9 Roger and Nell, come Siinkin and Ball * 


T3] 
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That ſcents the ambient air ; 


If dear Suſanna's fair? 


Say, will the vulture quit his Prey. 
And warble thro” &; 


. Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 

Let pride in ſplendor ſhine ; 

Be fair Suſanna mine, F 
SONG 27% 


4 Each lad with his laſs hither come, 


To celebrate harveſt athome ; 
Tis Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 
To celebrate harveſt home. 


Now ſwell with rich gifts of the land: 4 

Let each man then take, for his prong and his rake, N 

His cann and his laſs in his hand: 1 
For Ceres, &c. „  Guaccy - 


In innocence, paſtime and mirth z © , 
While thus we carouſe with our ſweet- 
And rejoice o'er the free of the carts 
When Ceres, &c, 


T2581 
80 NG 279. 
Is wine makes us love, and love makes us 


I 


rink, 

And each does the other i improve: 

think myſelf Jove, while thefe l enjoy, 
Nor own myſelf mortal till old. 


Cuonvs, Then join em, my boys, make the 
dleſſings divine, 


For- men muſt be Gods, when they've 
women and wine. 


When old I am and toying is paſt, 
In wine I mu 3 F 
And tho' I'm unfit for love to the laſt, 

Yet fall I can drink till I die. 
Curogus, Then join 'em, &c. 


+ SONG 280. A Burleſque Burletta Duet. 
| Sung at Comus's CourT ty the Choice Spirits. 
Tune of, Cy we brothers that are. 


- Aud the whole criſs-croſs-row, 
Nut into the tune Allie Croaker, 

TDo the tune of, Allie Croaker. 
| Great A was alarmed at B's bad behaviour, 
Becauſe C deny'd DEF a favour, 

( 2 with H IK and L. 
8 —— cd — 


t to ſpell, - 
GHIK.LM: 
_ 


acl 
* 


Till all were made friends by the two crooked Za's. 


Let's have it, . 
And take off this old man, as well as Spiletta. 


We muſt compoſe a new Burletta Grinna,.. .. 
And with my fingers play the ſymphonena. 


wry | 
kt went hard at firſt with N. OP and Q W 
With RS T fingle U, and likewiſe with W. 
With X and Y it ſtack in their gizzards 


Oh rare 1 


Tune. Come let us prepare, &. 
Theſe words have no wit, 
Tho? the tune they may hit, | 
But who thought to find witin a tune Q; ; 
Did the town reliſh gael 
Wou'd they run with ex 
To Burlettas of ſignior Bu — =o 


The old fellow's face, 
With his grunt and imace, _ 
And his rotten teeth ſhewn by a grinna; 
Tho' we can't underſtand him, 
We muſt needs commend him, 
And ſo muſt we miſs Nicolini. 


'Then fince fin ing's the taſte, let's have a duetta, 
if ſay, by way of Burletta: 


| Which no body can deny 
I've got a cold indeed I'm very hoarſe BER 
And ſinging, firs, 1 fear will make it worſe ch. 
Yet will I firive and work like any negro: 
From flow Adagio up to quick Allegro. 
Then change from Forte to the ſoft Piano, 
That I may be ſee ſignior ſee. = 
Indecd the boon companio: | 
Come then my daughter, come miſs — 


- 


*Y — 


20 


Sad ee the Tame, MY if * damaſt roſe, Ec. 


dimer -+ mag 


W ——— 
| 2 ——— 

-- Boil me ſome broth, and roaſt me ſome potatoe. 
Largo me affettuoſſo. tuche premo violin. 


The broth will prove fo fo, if you don't put oat- 
meal in: 


Vol largo me affecto, ſabite andente 


Put greens in cabbage netta, * make ſome ſoup 
zonte, _ 


Thirds, fifths and eighths are half above a quarter, 
A minum is much long, a quaver ſhorter : 


Go, lay the cloth, and fetch a pint of porter. 
| Desert. 
8 Nis. Pray Apa, pray pardon moy 
ame toy, 
He. Fetch — drink&,—She. Indeed nog . 
He. Your ill bred miſs,—Sbe. That's a Lin 
- He. Gallop rrollop, — She. Tuche ta, 
He. La diable.—SZe. Bribble, brabble, 


— caro ſpiletta foalato la 


aro ſpiletta foolato la 
Da Capo. 


SONG 281. 
ved, I remember it well, 
To frown, and to piſh, and cry ſie, 
Damon his on wou' d tell, 
I could not myſelf tell for why. 
Whenever we met on the plain, Ein 
Se 3 prodiſh and hy. He'd 


d 


He'd kiſs me, and kifs me again, 
Tho? I aſt d him, he wou d not tell why. 


To ſpeak very 


Tas what he ! 


As Jockey fleffion 
| Gent Jenny kh her carly charms. 
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ec M breath was more ſweet than the air; 


ſung like the warblers on high; 
His ſpeeches were pretty, I ſwear, 


But he made them I could nor roll why.. 


Indeed, teazing ſhepherd, I cry'd, 
I know not your „ not I! 


ravely I try d, 
But I laugh 3 
He ſtifled my laugh with a kifs, 

And vou d that for me he wou d die; 


So I thought if he did twere amifs, 


So I begg'd he wou'd tell me for why. 
Does Phillis then pity, he cries, 
To church let us inſtantly fly, 


I ſeem'din a fort of f 


But I went, tho' I knew not for why. 


eng wiſh'd to be at, 
I'm glad on't, I cannot deny. 

We kiſs, and we play, and all chat, 
And [ love him, { need not tell why. 


SONG 283. 
H! my fickle J | 
„ 
all the north had power to win thee, 
But Jockey only to his arms; 
Thows's ax'cr a Laiedin all the nation 
Was in ſo happy a ſtation, 


| Had ? 
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Had you ftill careſs'd me ; 
As you once addreſs'd me, 
No other Lad had e er pöſſeſs d me, 
But thine alone I'd ouly been: 
Had I only been in vogue wi ye, 
Or had you let none elſe collogue ye, 
Nor rambletd after Cath rine Ogie, 
I'd ha' ſped as well as any queen. 
Moggy of Dumferlin | 
She's my only darling, . | 
| Who fanigs as ſweet as any ftarling, 
And dances with a bony air; 7525 
Moggy is ſo kind and tender, 
If Fate was ready now to end hen, 
Could I but from the ſtroke defend her, 
I'd die if he wou d Moggy ſpare. 


I ſo heartily be friend him, 
If Fate was r now to end him. 
Cou'd I but from the ſtroke defend him, 
A thouſand times I'd ſuffer death. 
Come, let's leave this fooling, 
My heart ne er was cooling, 
None elſe but Jenny e er was ruling, 
But thus our hearts we fondly try: 
To thy arms if thou reſtore me, 


Shou'd all the Lairds of the land adore me, 


3 Nay our good king himſelf ſend for me, 
Wich thee alone I'd live and die, 


- 


30 N 


I bravely combat ev'ry woe, 


No bolts, nor bars, ſhall me controul, 


_ 
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OONER than Il my love forego, 
8 And loſe the man I prize, 


Or fall a ſacrifice. 


I death and dan; r dare, 
Refrain: but fires the active foul, 
And urges fierce deſpair. 


The window now ſhall be my gate, 
I'll either fall or fly; 

Before I'll live with them I hate, | 
For him I love I'll die, 


-.S O NG 284. The Dusr-Caxr. 
Recirarivs. 


A* tinkering Tom the ftreets his trade did 


He ſaw "bis lovely Sylvia by: 
duſt- cart high advanc d the i omg 
35 wai 


With the rich cynders round her 
Tom, with up-liſted bands, th ming bleſt, 
And thus in 9 the maid addreſt.” 
IR. \ 
Oh Sylvia, while you drive your carts, 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal dur hearts, 
' You take our duſt, and ſteal our hearts, - 
That mine is gone, alas! is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 


* 


And dwells among che duſt wat you. 
Give me ' 


heart 1 
Give me my heart — 1 ap 
— me the heart you ſtole again. 
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ReciTaTive. 
Sylvia advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
Exulting, roll'd her ſparkling eyes about, 
She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt as back as ſloe, 


And look'd diſdain on — folks below; 


To Tom ſhe nodded as the cart drew on, 
And then reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry d, ftop John. 


| Air, | 
ou, who ride owe the reſt, 
a paltry crowd o ? 

KA my ſoul — 

The youths ſhall languiſh and admire; 

And ev'ry girl with anxious heart, 

Shall loogto ride, long to ride, long to nde, 
n my duſt-cart, 

And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my an. : 


> 
„ * 3 — 


SO G 28 5. The —— 


4 | RecrTarive. | 

S porter Will along St. Paul's ne . 
Depreſt with weighty load, but more by love, 
— the fair Ceriſſa there he found, 
8 her ſine heart cherries, round and ſound, 


1 pitch'd, then ftrait careſs'd 
| And leaning o'er the bre thus addres' her, 
Ar. 

Thy lips 


Thas caſe which inthe barony arey 


— 2 


5 
5 
; 
4 
1 
f 


# 
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With ſuch a ſtore of charms, tis well, 
You may have ſtolen hearts to fall. 
Mine, dear Ceriſſa, too, you know, 
You ſtole it from me 4 che ago, 
And now I ſtoop to aſł 
9 22 | 
er | 
Ceriſla archly leering as he ſpak 
While ail the cherry W 0 70 ber cheek, 
The melloweſt Fra, unnotic' Vene apace, 
And ſent, like Thunder, at his doleful face ; 
Then graſp'd her barrow, trundled foft we 
And looking round at Will, triumphant ſung 3 
Alx. 
Shall 1. of all theſe charms, 
Sleep nightly in a porter's arms ? 
M' ambitious ſoul deteſts ſuch ſcum, 
And fighs for conqueſts yet to come. 
Fair youths my ſow rei more ſhall feel, 
Ten thouſand hearts I 
And beauteous nymphs, 2 envious ſee, 
Crown a heads and dukes ſabmit to me. 


SONG 286. 


R 
Or bards to get 
0 — 
Let me in humble 
My — Garnam rake Name 

1: ng Jap NOM 


— 8 * 


N 
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That Kitty's beautiful and 
That ſhe has danc'd, that ſhe has ſung, | 
Alas! I know full well. 
EE 
That came Eda Ki Fell. 


Ol late I hop'd by reaſon's aid, 
| To cure the 1 Ak, which Love had made, 
And bade a long ſarewel, 
| But ch' other day ſhe croſs'd the green, 
| I ſaw, I wiſh 1 had not ſeen, 
E My aur Kitty Fell. 
I afk'd her why {s'd that way? 
To church, he — I cannot +rg 
1313 don t you hear the bell | 
To church — h take me with — thee, 
11 pray'd, ſhe wou'd not hear my pray't , 
Ab, cruel Kitty Fell. 
> 18 I find tis all in vain, 
I live to love and to complain, 
$ Candemn'd in chains to dwell, 
For tho“ the caſts a ſcornful eye, | 
In death my faultering tongue will cry, 
Adieu] dear Kitty Fall. 
SONG 2387. 


| Wigbeer their peaple permitted 
b ly anddearly their int'reſt agree, 
Adieu to their 5 . 


for all ſlateſmen would de 

x Mere — or blots in high ation, 

+ For of Virtus ſo. bright, and ſo beaming the aay, 
| So broad and right onward is honefty's way. 
3 'T hp beetle and buzzard might find it, nor ſtray 
A From the Conduct and Weal of the Na. 


8 
8 


3 


"6 
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*HE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, 
"IT. my poor Chloe and flick to my 


But to 4 men of reaſon, m — reaſons I'll _ ; 
And if you don't like them, why, let them alone. 


Altho' I have left her, the Truth I'll declare, 

I believe ſhe was good, and I am ſure ſhe was fair ; 
But ſuch . and charms in a bumper I ſee, 
That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe, 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles I muſt own, 

But — ſhe could imile, yet in truth ſhe could 
rown; 

But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 

Did you c'er fee a frown in a bumper of wine? 2 


Her lillies and roſes were juft in their prime, 

Yet lillies and roſes are conquer'd by time: 
But in wine from its age ſuch a benefit flows, | 
That we hke it che better the older it grows. : 


a love would in time have been 
„cloy'd, 6 
A d that beauty's infi when once 'tis enjoy d 
Fur in wine 14 inp enjoyment _— P ö 
For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. -- 
Let myrders and battles and hiftory prove Tx 
The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in love: 
But in drinking, thank heaven, no rival contends, 
For the more we love — the more we are 


— 4 
4 


en 


N [ 266 ] g 
b hs ade ht have poiſon'd the joy of my life, 
Wich ants and babies, and ſqualling and firifez 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring, / 
And a big belly d bottles a mighty good thing. 
We ſhortcn our days when with love we engage; 
It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old a l 
But wine from grim death can its votaries ſave, 


And keep out t other leg. when there's one in the 
Grave. 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to ber word, 
She had left me—to get an eſtate, or a Lord: 

But my bumper regarding no title, nor pelf, 

Will ſtand by me while | can't land by en. 
| "Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain; 
| She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain: 
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts T Tpy: 
; . a bumper 


* when under Confians 
of King Charts 1. 


EAT on — 
Swell ves, as Jove's 

| | . : 
| > "Thar benen bn. 


a. Kaen 


my 
2. my 


"That 


x 1 
vw © 


& 1 * * e 
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That which the world miſcalls a jail, 
A private cloſet is to me; 
While a good conſcience is my bail, 
And innocence my liberty. 
Locks, bolts and ſolitude, together met, 
Make me no pris'ner, but an anchoret. 


1. while I wiſh'd to be retit d 8 
Into this private room was. turn'd, 
As tho' their wiſdom had conſpir d, 
A ſalamander to have burn'd : 
Or like thoſe ſophiſts, who would drown a Fiſh, 
I am condemn'd to ſuffer what I wiſh. 


The Cynic hugs his poverty, * 
The Pelicarther wilder; 
It is the Indian's pride to lie 
Naked on frozen Caucaſus : 
Contentment cannot ſmart, ſtoicks we ſow 
| Make torments eaſy by an apathy. 
Theſe manacles upon my am. 
I. as my favour, wear; 
And for to ancles warm 
Theſe grande we all my gans; hive, 
$ are 
Which men call jail, proves but my citadel. 
So he that firuck at Jaſon's life, oY ; 
Thinking to make his "uber neee 
With a mahicious friendly kuiſee, 25 BY k 
Did only woùnd him to a cure. ' 
"Malice, we ſee, — fey ianamng. ; | 
| Miſchief oft-times-proves favour in th erent 1 
„„ es . | 


? 


21 
I am in this cabinet Jock'd up. 
Like to a high-priz'd Marganite ; 
Or, like the great Mogul or Pope, 
I'm cloiſter'd up from vular fight, * 
Retirement is a picce of majeſty, OS. 
And now, proud Sultan, I'm as great as thee. 


Here Sin, for want of Food, daes ſtarve, 
| Where tempting objects are not ſeen; 
And theſe ſtrong walls do only ſerve 

To keep vice out, not keep me in. 

Malice of late's grown charitable ſure, 

I'm not committed, but am kept ſecure, 


When once my prince afflictions hath, 
Proſperity would treaſon ſeem; _ 
And for to ſmooth ſo rough a Path, 
I cyt learn patience too from him. 
Then not to ſuffer ſhews no loyal heart. 
When kings wanteaſe; ſubjects ſhould bear a part. 
Neither in perſon, nor in coin, 
Yet contemplation is a thing 3 
Which renders, what | have not, mine. 
My King from me, no adamant can part, 
PH wear him ſtill engraven on my heart. 


My ſoul's as free as ambient air, 
Altho' my baſer parts are mew'd ; 
Yer loyal thoughts do. ſtill repair - 
To accompany my ſolitude, 
Wu tho rebellion does my body bind, 
None but my King can captivate my mind. 


Have 


* | you r nc i ſeen m kringale, 
A 


Altho' they 48 my corpſe confine, 
What tho? . , 2 yo will I chirp and fing, 


Reflect his bright enliv'ning beams, 


Sweet linnets j join the tuneful lay ; 


ave 


ſhe go. en. 
„ 
ENTER bes prove.) 
The perches are 2 ee 
I am that bird, A — | 
Thus to deprive of liberty: 


Yet, maugre my ſoul is free. 


W to my king. 


$ONG. 291. ; "EM By a Lady. 


E E, from the eaſt, the ring fun _ 
his radiant 9. ene 
And gilds the moon. 

The ſpangled dew, the limpid fireams, 


While pearl-drops deck the thorn. 


"The tow larks, on rifing wing, 
— make the meadows ring: 
The black-birds ſwell their throats; 


And hail the bleſt return of day, 

In ſoft melodious notes. 
In ruſtic carols, -o'er the Lawn, 
The rds now ſalute the dawn, 
As unpen the fold : 
See, hw the. wantons fk 
And frolic o'er the daiſy \ Fate 


Enlargement to behold. 
5 LI Aa 3 


44 


Nor they, nor you, can * 


Trips, büchſome, o'er 
And fings a rural 
The herd, well plea 


we eo 


Bright Celia quits her dc 
By tender rleatin Pre my 

To wander in the " 
Sho ſeeks the grot, where Nas the han 


Implor'd for ity, "ſpoke his pzin, 
And gain'd her plightęd Love. 
- How chang'd is ev'ry ſcerie, ſhe cries? 
In vain, O Sol, you glorious riſe, „„ 
And all your pride diſplay! 5 
Unheeded Eng the tuneful choir : : 


66 While Damon is away.” | * 


SONG 292. Winter. By 0 Lady. 


CYL verdure fripp d, the ruſſet plain 
Declares to al 2 winter's rein. 

The trees their leafy ſhades reſign ; 

And languid nature ſeems to pine: | 

Bleak winds from every quarter blow, * 

The vales are overſpread with now z: 

Ide ſtreams are froze, and ceale to run 

No genial heat affords the fun. 

The feather'd ſongfters of the grove, f 5 . 

| That us'd to ume our . Peas | 

Now ceaſe thoſe notes which charm'd the ear, P 

They cloke their wings, and diſappear. * 


* 


On! how I'd pi upon my reed, 


There I'd repeat my _ of love 


For. 
. 
E fereat at home; 8 
Frum flooms ſecure, cheer ſupplies 
That warmth rhe ſan denies. 


SONG 293. 


AS Nancy but rural maid, 
And I her only ſwain, 


To tend our flock; on flow'ry mead, 


And on the verdant plain; 


To pleaſe the ly maid! 
While rows all fenſe of care we're freed 
Beneath an oaken ſhade, 
Beneath, Ce. 


When lambkins under hedges bleat, 
And rain ſeems in the {ky ; 

Then to our oaken ſaſe retreat 
We'd both together hie; 


— Unto the charming fair; 
Whilſt ber dear ute" rin of ER ſhould prove, 
Her love like mine, finccre. 
Her love, Oe. 


When Phcebus bright ſinks in the weſt, 
And flocks are pentin fold, | 

[Beneath our oaken tree we'd reſt, 
In joys not to be told; 


'Then when Aurora's a ſet free 
The next enliv' ning day, 
Ve d turn our flocks at liberty, 
Then down we d fit and play, 
't hon down, &c. 


| Let others Fon county) joys, 
| I'd live in rural eaſe * 
Their grandeur, _ their pride and oils, 792 
Cou'd ne er my fancy pleaſe. r 9 
In Nancy ev'ry joy combines, 282 7 
Wi and blooming youth ; 3 

In her with lucid brightaeſs Qhiges 
Love, conttancy, and truth, Ne 
Love, conſtancy, &c VVV 


SO * 294 


HAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe? 
Ho ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed? 
Yet Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe, _ 
Bock m nature and fancy exceed. 
Nor daiſy, nor ſweet· bluſning roſe, 
Nor all the gay flow'rs of the field, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently chro? thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure does yield. 


' The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The lianet, the lark, and the thruſh, 

| The black-bird, and fweet- cooing dere. 
Wich mufic enchant ev'ry buſh. 

; Come let us go forth to the mead, _ 

| Let us ſee how the primroſes ſp ring : 
we 1l lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd folks ing: 

| How does my love paſs the long day *. 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 

Do they never careleſsly ſtray, 

| * happily the hes 3 2 


| Toeed's 
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 Tweed's mormurs {001d lull her to reſt; 


Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 


To relieve che foft pains of my breaſt, 


I'd fteal an ambroſial kiſs. 
"Tis ſhe does the virgins excel, 
No beauty with hers may compare; 


| Love's graces all round her do dwell, 


A wite agreeable and chaſte. 


Shes faireſt where thouſands are fair. 


. Say, charmer! where do thy flocks ftray ? 


Oh!] tell me at noon where they feed: 


Shall I ſcek them on ſweet-winding Tay, 


Or the pleaſanter banks of the Tweed ? 


+ SONG 295. 


0 | 0 vourſelf in perſect eaſe, 
Fry you wiſh for morethan theſe 


A healthy, clean, paternal ſeat, 

Well ſhaded from Te ſummer's heat; 

A little parlour ſiove to hold 

2 Jones _ 4 
you „ and drink, and fing, 

Far of =. Hang God fave the Ling” 

Safe from the haxpies of the law, 


From party-rage, and great man's yaw ; 
Have a few choice Friends « of 


An but cutious mind, 
vs — no entrance find; 
Nor miſcr's fears, nor envy's ſpite ; 
Jo break the fabbath of e night. 


your own talte, 


2 
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| Pinin egwipage, and temp'rate meals, , * 
| Few taylors, and no doctor's blils: - 
| Content to take, as heaven ſhall pl: 


A longer or a ſhorter leaſe. 


SONG 297. 


| W tune ſul pipe and merry lee, 
_ Young jockey won my heart: 
A blyther loon you ne er did dee, 
All beauty without art: 
| His ſoothing tongue did ſoon prevail 
| To gain my fond relief; . 
Zut now the ſwain roves O er the plain, 
' And leaves me full of grief. 
= Young Jem my courts with artful ſong, 
But few regards his man; 

r HEOneng, 
| And ſemmy s leſt alone: 1 
na Aberdeen ſure ne er was ſeen | 8 
A loon that gave ſuch pain: {8 
| Hedaily woes, and ſtill purſues, 

| Till he does all obtain. 
Bat ſoon as he has gain d the bliſs, 
q Away the loon doch run, 7 95 
Aud hardly willafford a kiſs N 
I uo ſilly me undone: _ 5 
Avoid my roving „ oy 
| His wily tor be fare you un. 

. Or you, like me, will be undone. | 


» 


* 


: 
- 
- 


— a” 4" 
Far 
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ae 
FYOL-EIN, one day, in angry mood, 

Becauſe Myrtifla, whom he lov's, 

Langh'd at his flame, and mock'd his fighs, 

Thus fervently to Fove A = 

© jove] thou ſov'reign God above, 

Whe know'ſt the pains of ſighted lave, 

Hear a poor mortal's pray r, and take 

Ar the whole ſex for pity's ſake, 

Sn@ then we men might hive at cafe, 

Secure of happineſs and peace. „ 

e Kindly heard, he pray'd not twice, 

1 — women de : 

When Collin ſaw the coaft was clear, 

For not a ſingle girl was here, 

Reflefting with bunſelf, "twas kind. 

Says he, to gratify my mind ; 

But now my paſſion's o'er, © Jove ! 

Give me Mirtyllz back, my love: 

Let me on earth with her be bleſt, 

And keep in beav'n all the reſt. 


SONG 299. | 
I HOU rifing ſun, whoſe gladfome ray © 
Invites my fair to rural play, * | 
WilpeT! the miſt, and clear the fries, 
And bring my Orra to my eyes. 
Ok! ware? fave yy ON IE NE: = 
Tad chmb the pine tree's topmoſt bough, 
Alofe in ais 2 8 


a. + * 


ur 


* 


E 
My Orra Moor, whcre art thou lald ? 
What woods conceal my ſleeping maid - 
Up by the roots enrag'd Il tear . 
The trees that hide my promis'd fair. 


Oh | could I ride on clouds and ſkics, 
Or on the raven's pinions riſe f | 
Ye ſtorks, ye ſwans, a moment ſtay, 
And walt a hover on his way. 


My bliſs too long my bride denies, 

Apace the waſting ummer flies ; 

Nor yet the wintry blaſts I fear, 
Not ſtorms or nights ſhall kcep me ben. 
What may for ſtrength with ſteel compare ? 
Oh! love has ſtronger ferters far: 

By bo'ts of ſteel are limbs confin'd, 
But cruel love enchains the mind. 
No longer then perplex thy breaſt : 


When thoughts corment, the firſt are bed: 


| "Tis mad to go, tis death to ſtay; 
| Away to Orra, haſte away, 


SO N G 300. 


O keep my gentle Jeſſe, | 
3 What labour would ſeem hard, 
Each toilſome taſk how eaſy, 
Her love the ſweetreward. 
The bee thus ini 
 Efteems no toil ſevere: 


; The ſweet reward obtai 


Of honey all the year. 


Vw 
2 


so NG 


I 
SONG 301. Sung by Mrs. Vincent. 
OR now the ſnowdrops lift their heads, 
Cowſlips riſe from golden beds, 
Silver lillies paint the grove, 
Welcome May and welcome love. 
Now welcome May and welcome love. 


Now the bee on ſilver wings 
Flowery ſpoils unwearied brings, 
Spoils that nymphs and ſwains approve, 
Soft as May and ſweet as love. 
Whilſt a-down the ſloping hill 
Trickles ſoft the purling rill, 
Balmy ſ-ents me the grove, 

| May unbends the ſoul to love. 
Long the clay-cold maid denies, 
Nor regards her ſhepherds fighs, 
Now your fond petitions move, 
May's the ſeaſon form'd for love. 


On the fair that deck our iſle, 

Let each grace and virtue ſmile, 
And our happy ſhepherds prove, 
Days of eaſe and nights of love. 


SONG 302. Sung by Af, Lowe. 
HE flame of love ſincere I felt, 
And ſcreen'd the paſſion long ; 
\ tyrant in my ſoul it dwelt, 
But fear ſuppreſt my tongue: 
Ae hag I told the deareſt maid, 
My heart was fix'd upon her ; 
but think not I can love, ſhe ſaid, BY 
Not | upon my honour. | 


G | Not I, upon my honour. Bb The. 


2 


„ 

The heart that once is roving ca 
The praden nymphs Tach: _ 

And muſt it for a youthful fault, 

Be ever deemed 

So Celia judg'd, ſo ſenſe . 

And bade me ſtill to fhug her ; 

Your ſuit, ſhe faid, won't here ſacceed, 

It won't, upon my honour. YL 

Too long, I cry'd, I've been to © 

. en confeſs; OY 

Bat thou, who can't the rake reclaim, 

May new-born paſſion bleſs ; 8 

Had e er a nymph like Calia prov' d, 

I could not have undone her; 

On thee, bright maid, thou beſt below d. 

I doat, upon my honour. 

Awhile the fair my Si repreſl, 

My conſiancy to prove: 

| Then with a bluſh conſent exprefe's, 

EIN 

10 the ür, 

EY 'd that I'd won her; 
2 

We do, upan my honour. 


SONG 303. 
Or the dawn of the S of cur arm. 
Al England? old Eagland, for glory xe- 
nown'd, 
E arms as in arts. fo t crown'd. 
3 "Tis thine fri to honour — tne; 
= r 6 
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Then now riſe ye brave? draw the fword, point - 
; the lance, 

And bid the beds encthon roll rater ap France, 
And bid the bold cannon roll thunder to France; 
Huzza, huzra, Oh! ye Britons to conqueſt purſue, 
The trumpet of vid ryis uplifted fot you. 
Hark, truth ſpeaks, already our heroes prevail, 
The rous d A. 5 lion makes Gallia turn pale: 
Thy cunning, 

Succeſs, 10, dawns on us by land and by fea; 
And wide o'er the main ſhall the Briciſh flag fly, 
7 
Britannia 1 ces your ardour to fee, 

My ſons, Sou *ris for freedom and me ; 
Tho” Gallic ambition, alliance explore. 
You'll 1 now, whom you ve conquer d 
2 dre: | 
And triumph, theſe truths, 0 all nations ſhall ing, | 
* and George is your king: 


za, & 


s ON G 2. S : Er 
The Sailor's Retarn from Cape Breton. 
Sung by Mr. Kear at Marybone Gardens. ; 
erb 


Breton's our own as\ſure as a gat, = . 
d Boſcawen's che braveſt of tar. > Sy 


Bb 2 Whit . 
* * - - = 

* % «4 

| . | _- 

2 = 


7 


France, it's own Fate will decree, | 
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While the ſea ran fo high we could hardly get nigb, 
And the ſurf mens a terrible roar ; 

We determin'd to land, tho' oppos'd from the | 
And we boldly went bump upon ſhore. | 
Soon their light-houſe we took, and their colours 
we ſtruck, 
| Engliſh croſs on it heighten'd ; 
From their batteries they run, Britiſh vengeance 


to ſhan, 
| For the monſieurs were damnably frighten'd. 
Bin] Say may 'd put, we're all ruin'd, ne 


oubt, 
Not a —_— wou'd afford them relief; 


And how ſhould fou _— 
To fight like the lens of roaſt 

i of Bath have ts del wor dig, 
- But into the harbour we row'd; | 
We damn' d their hot matches, ſoon clap'd down | 
: their hatches, | | 
WM Burnt one and out t'other we tow d. | ] 
| | Then the governor ſent, to farrender content, S 
"= To ſave from deſtruction the town; —— 4 
| mne we had what we 

K wanted, 
- And Loviſboury all was our own. 4 ; 
Lean at a ſhow ſo by half, | 
As to ſee their lank foldiers ſailors ; 

By Jore, uy - {dc I thought then, and 


| They we were nothing but j journeymen . 


Suc c ſucceſs. ho odr wrongs muſt redreſs, 

the French on theirmiarrowbones bring, 
Now let's have a dance, with your — 
5 Vance. 


And ſo God de great Grorge our good king 


VIA 20 who nw at the foot ofthe ay 
whoſe fame ev” 'ry virgin nick engydoes 


Of . is bleſs'd wich lo ample a mare, 
That men call her the'fafs with the delicate air. 


One ev'ning, laſt May, as I travers'd . 

In thoughtlefs retirement, not dreaming of Fed 
I chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymph, I declare, 
And really, ſhe'd got à moſt delicate air. 
By a murmuring brook,” on a green molly bed. 
A "chaplet compoſing, the fair one was laid: 
Surpriz'd and tranſported, I con'd not — 
With raptures to gaze on her delicate air. 


For that moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, 
And pierc'd, ia 4-9 pity, my innocent heart; 
And from thence, h 0W to gain the dear mad was, 
my care, 
For acaptive I fell to her delicate air. | 
When ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſh'd, and complata'd 1 
| was rude, 
And begg'd, of all things, that I wou d not intrude; 
I anſwer'd, I cou'd not tell how I came there, 
But laid all the blame on her delicate air. 


Bb 3- | Said 


2821 


$444 het heart was the prize which I fought to | 


And hop d that the'd give it to eaſe my fond 

p t at to m 1 

She neither rejected give — 1 
But ſir d all my ſoul —_— air. 

A thouſand times ſince I've ſuit, | 

| hy © p pes.) 5 4x op he 

Then tell me, ye ſwains, who — 


the fair, ' 
How to win the dear laſs with the delicate air 


SONG 306. Catoz's Lop-Dey. 
Vow I'll ſcream out, don't / 
Said Chloe to her favourite ſwain, 

| As rude he grew, 

E As fomething rude he grew. 

© Nay fye, dear me, why there, then there, 
No 3 11 mad, I ſwear, 


| | OM. down, you Devil, 40. 
tricks, that hand, Sir, ny 
X Pr a pray 


take that Hand away, 
'Or I inch you lack and ue; 
mamma you look ſo 
But now I find how you'd 
Sit down, you Devil, "i i: 


Poor Veny ſaw the fight, | 
And'bark'd for help wi all her might, 
* "To her fair miſtreſs true: 


| | Till Chloe quite o'erpow'r'd and weak, 
Ciy'd, with ſcarce ſtrength enough ts fpeak, - - 
— yen Der. do. 13 


W 
SONG 307. Sung by Mr. Lone. 
D Es the languid ſoul complain, 


irtuous love ſhall chaſe the pain ? 
if love wou'd truth attend, 
Honour ſhou'd be virtue's friend. 
Honour ſhou'd be, &c. | 


Glory is not half ſo fais, 

As bright virtue's riſing ſtar ; 

Female truth, with ſenſe combin'd, 

Wins and claims the gen'rous mind. 
Wins and claims, &. 


SONG 368. 


HE eye that beams with lambent fire, 

The crimſon cheek that glads the fight, 

' __ The ſhape, the mien, the air: 5 

Die ſhape, the mien, the air: 

With theſe, to footh man's ruder breaſt, 3 

Wich theſe, to be by bleſling bleſt, 1 
The Gods adde fair. 


Hence each poctic as finos, 

Sweet 8 ſtrings, 
And wakes th' enraptur d ſoul: | 

The magic pow'r of form and face, 

Ordain'd the gentler ſex to grace, 
Reſounds from pole to pole. 


But ſhall not charms ſo henour'd laſt ? 
No ; ſoon as youth's ſhort ſummer's paſt, 


. — — | Ie 


're 


NJ 
"They're veiF'd in Time's diſpuiſc : 

Thus þlufhlng'Flora's darling fler, 
That ſcents the aromatic bow'r, | 
Then, ak! how vain is female pride)?! 
Shall ſhe that's crown'd with ſenſe confide | 


in ſuch uncertain We 5:7 
No; ſhe reveres the milder way, 
: Reſerv'd the' free, tho' modeſl gay, 
 Þ And blooms to life's laſt hour. 
| Do thou, my fair one, in whoſe mind 
Each ſocial wibraþ virtue's join d, 

5 The nymph of ſenſe appear; 
Then, when the Charms of youth are o'er, 
The wiſe will Ce:ja Rill adore; 

Thou It ſtill be lovely here. 


v4 2: A *.S JIN IE ; 
S ON. & 30 | My Peggy if thou dic. 

Sung by Mr. Lowe at Marybone Gardens. 
Ove never more ſhall give me pain, : 

ur fd al le 5 —_—_ 
Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, | 
My Peggy if thou die. 5 

Thy beauties did ſuch pleaſure give, 
Thy love's ſo true to me: 
Witho 


I ſhall never live, 


2855 3 | 

I fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt, 

Ho lonely ſhall I fray; ; 

In dreary dreams the night IU waſte, 
In fighs the filent ca:; 


＋ 


Then I'll — all womankind, 


But thine 


4. 
Ye pow'rs that ſmile on yirt ous love; 
You who the faithful flames approve, 


Ohl never rob them from theſe arms, 


A* I went o'er a meadow, no mater the day; 


[ 285] 
I ne'er can ſo much virtue find, 
Nor ſuah ſee : 


My Peggy after thee. 


No new blown way Gn my eu, 

With Cages s raving rage 
ich can ſuch ſweets impart, 

Muſt all the world engage; 

'T was theſe that like the morning ſun, 3 
Gave Joy and life to me; | * 

And when ies deſtin d day is done, N 
With Peggy let me die. 


And in ſuch pleaſure ſhare ; 


With pity view the fair, 
Reftore my Peggy's wonted charms, 
Thoſe charms fo dear to me; 


Tu loſt if Peggy die. 


8s O0 NG 310. The Fairing. 
Sung by Miſs STEyENsSON at Vaux-Hall. D 


A ſhepherd I met who came tripping that 


Way; 
I was to fair all ſo bonny and 
No TI 
0 harm ſhall come to you, young damſel. I ſwear; 
PH buy you a fairing to put in your hair. - 


— roteard 


5 


Tove 2 33 br ities ths 56h 
„ * Ae you pleaſe, when we come to yon ſtile, 


ve a ſtory to tell, that will charm you the while. 
* go with him farther, I did aot much care, 
Bat ſtill | went on, tho' ſuſpecting a fnare, 
Bar Id of 4 fairing to eome from the fair. 


To make me more eaſy, he faid all ke cou'd, 
I threatn'd toleave him, unleſs he'd be good, 
For I'd not far the world he Hon A dare to be rude; 
Young Roger had promis d, and daulk'd me laſt 
If ke td do fo now, I wou A gono more there, 
Tho' long deer fo much for à gf from the fair. 


rr: ſcarce be ſaid no, 
He preſt my foft lips, 2s if there he would grow ; 
Take care how 1 way with the ſhepherd you go. 


' Confounded I ran, . when ] found our his ſnare, 
No tibband Icry d from ſuck bande will wear, = 
| Norge, while | ive, ip 5 fir to the fir 4 


SON 3 311. Seq by Ad, Su 


Te amin d 5 1 ; 
Had me to tel; | 
2 — inclin 4. R 

—— ar the bet. if 


- 
oO 


3 


That our paſſions want ſome reg 


[FH 


By 2 avoiding of ev'ry temptation, 


Is in truth to reveal, 
What we'd better conceal, 


It will much more redound 
To our-praiſe to be found, = 
In a world fo aboanding with evil, 
Unſpotted and pure, 
Tho not, fo demure; 
And to wage open war with the deril. 


In bidding farewell 
To the thoughts of a cell, 
In prepare for a militant life ; 
And if brought to diſtreſs, 
V hy then II confeſs, 
And do pennance in Te of a "wit 


HEN tutor 4 under COM OOH 
Such charms I did inherit; 
- She gave ſtrici charge that none thou'e dare 
To curb my growing ſpirit : 
My neck and boſom ne'er were hid, 
Romances ever reading ; 
To hold up my head | then was bid, 


That f hew my brooding; 


turns I A the flirt and prode, | 
| In EE 
And what to-day was montirons rade, 


I thoughe palite to-morrow. 


[ 288 } 

By dukes aud earls I was addrefs'd, 
Each fop of ſure ſucceeding z 

Of ev'ry one I made a jeſt, 
That I might new my breeding. 

r Danes. Uh too confeſs'd a flame, 

| rivals I had many; 

But tho' I us'd him juſt the ſame, 

J I lik'd him beſt of any; 

| DR 

A For me his heart was blecding ; 
+ I only plagu d him ſtill the more, 

That I might ſhew my breeding. 

Biker he vow'd to break his chain, 

| And fly to ſmiling Kitty ; 

I cou'd not bear to meet diſdain 

For one not half ſo pretty; 
EF — 1 
or Pardon fell to plead: 

We went to church, ind from that day, 

F I ſhew'dhim better breeding, 


SONG 313. By MiſStevenſon. 


HERE'S my ſwain, fo bl and clever, 
Why d'ye — — . 
ive whole day ar gs for ver, 
you ſaid you'd come to-morrow ; 
8 I us 185. - 


5 


1 


- [89] 
What can he be now a doing, 

Is he with the laſſes a miaying ? 
He had better here be wooing, 
Than with others fondly playing, 
Tell me truly where he's roving, 

That I may no longer forrow ; 
If he's weary grown of loving. 

Let him tell me ſo to-morrow. 
Does ſome fav'rite rival hide thee ? 

Let her be the happy creature ; 
I'll not myſelf to chide thee, 

Nor te with her a feature 
ue Tan, ptr 4 | 
Nor will kill myſelf with ſorrow, 

If Il wait beyond to-morrow. © 

Think not ſhepherd thus >. on 

If Pm yours, away no longer, 
1 another'l have me, 
cool, but not grow fonder. 
If your hs $, irls, forſake ye 
Whine not in and ſorrow, 
Bleſs'd another lad may make ye, 
Stay for none beyond to-morrow. 


SONG zu. Sung by M6 Stevenſon. | 
82 ſol at length by Thetis wood. i 43 
Is ſunk beneath the weſtern, flood, : 


And now withig yon ſacred grove, 
I hafte to meet the youth I love, 


Ts ER ther nn ſhade, 
urn — 8 his bead, 


9 


- 
1 K 
% / 
M- 
** 
. 0 
.»[4 
4 


E 
ot” 
be 


[290] % 
Methinks I hear him ſighing ſay, 


Come lovely Stella, | away, 
Come lovely, Ce. 


I come, my Damon, fra ht with joy. 
Swift 80 mountain — Ifly; 


Within thy faithful arms to lay, 
And love the cares of life away, 


There will I vow, dear |. paery youth, 
To love thee with eternal truth ; 

Firm as great heav'n*s unchang'd decree, 
To keep my ſpotleſs heart jor . 


By that fond heart, che trueſt, beſt, 


| 'That ever warm'd a virgin breaſt; 
Zy that fond heart dear youth, I ſwear, 
Thou, only thou, art treaſur d there, 


ſhalt thou ever, deareſt fwain, 


My boſom's faithful inmate re 
| Whileoft I'll ſay, what all — fY 


9 went HOT OEG 9- 


| SON G 315. By Mr. Beard, a Ranelagh. 


WEET contentment, heavenly bri t, 
Worſhipp'd thro' the realms of light, 
_ Worſhipp d, & Co 


| Void of thee; what's wealth or pow” r, 
S Dur the pageant' 
| * ne es daſtes thy ſoft 
Fo 
Vet 1 Pichi thy moſs -gfownrelh, 
Thau with poverty eanſt dy =” 


s of an hour. 


and grandeur are thy , 


bia, C. . q 363 Ge. "7s 
1 8 CIP Tee | 


et wi 


ee 


Wich bumpers SETS ar ny Br 1 
Fan? 


um 


See. yon humble ſwains advance, ' 
Beat the ground in jocund dance, b 
Hark the merry milk-maids fing 
| All beneath thy 1 wing: mo 
Wide beams for th' eternal ray, Wy” 
All who wou'd be happy may. "Nl 
And howe er we change the name, = 
Virtue and content's the ſame. 73 OM 


SONG 316. Sung by — 1 


TC" Stella quits the wint'ry plain, EY 
Forbear fond youth to maurnz * & 


The leafleſs tree will bloom again, 
And ſmile at ſpring's return. VN 
Can duty juſtif/ a choice, J. 

Her duteous choice appprove: WEL 
And let at laſt her partin _ bs 
| Still ſeem the voice of 42 
By abſence, bliſs à while delay'd, 3 
Wich brighter flames will burn ; 7 
As Sol to diſtant climes convey'd, 
More welcomes his return, 9 
Hence let no fear your breaſt invade, 34 
| "By hope each hour improve, 1 
Be conſtant to che vows you've made, 2 | 


Then doubt not Stella's love. 


SONG 317. The Year Frevy-Nine... 24 
'Ome, all ye brave Britons, let no one com: | 


plain, 4 | 
Britannia, Britannia ! once more rules mY hiaing 5 4 


And tell the high deeds of the your 


KF 21. 


Believe you, a Frenchman ſurprizingly ſtout, 


The negroes of Senegal know how we fou 
ö — F 
wrougant ; | 


| Bat Minden, O Britons, that glory was thive, 
|, There France learn d a dance in the year fifty-nin 


De la Clue, with his e ſs nmbl ad right 
wr > Amma like a Frenchman, took p 
gat; * 
But running too faſt on ſome mi: hty defign 
| He loſt both his legs in the 4 : 1 
: When Montcalm in Canada drew forth his men, 4 
| (Secure in his numbers) IE OEOn gn, 42 
Wich true Britiſh ſpirit we broke ev 


ne, [ 
And conquer d Quabee i in the — "age 
= Niagara, Crown-Point, Ticonderago too, , . | 7 
What cannot bold Britons, with courage e fobdue * 


Such conqueſts, ſo noble, ſo and fo fine, 

. ae by 
hilft Rodney and Hawke watch d the flat bo- 
|, tom'd boats, | 
At Paris 22 cat poor 


At laſt, like a thief, bully Conflans . out, 


| The beſt man got foremoſt to lead off their line, 
none lik d to fight in the year fifty. nine. | 
But, ſoon overtaken troubles ſo dire, 
2 ire of Conflans, ſet the great Sun on fire, 

| ke burnt em, and ſunk em, and was mighty 


a atopy 


| 20 

Bleſs king eee then, kind Heav'n, we ar- 

'dently crave; rd Tl 
Him Britons united with courage will ſerve 1 1 bnA 
We will ſhew the whole world, no period of time, 
Can e er be compar d to the year fifty nine. 10 11 


SONG is. Sung by Mi Formangel x, 


HE ſun his gladſomk beams withdrawn, = oy 

"0 Dde hills all white with ſnow, bh 
Leave me dejected and forlorn, FE 
| Who candeſcribe my woe; | 4 
But not the ſun 3 wurm beams could chear, . 

Nor hills tho” e' er ſo green, 5 
Unleſs my Damon ſhould appear, Datel, 
To beantify the ſcene. 


The frozen brooks and pathleſs vales, 
— my love and me, | 
— bird his fate bewails, 4 
"= y leafteſs tre, FA 
But what to me is lands or brooks, 
Qr any joy that's near, 
How ſad the lute, and dull the books, 
While Damon is not here. 


Each moment from my dear away, 
Is a long age of pain, 

Fly ſwift ye hours, be calm the day, „ 
That brings my love again: 3 

O haſte and bring him to my arms, 3 
Nor let us ever 

My breaſt ſhall beat no more alarm, 
When I ſecure his heart. 


7 


f 1 2% 
SONG 319. Sung by %% nn 


does it ſeem, that in ſearching around, 
' Tha ſource of content is ſo rare to be found: 


| Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife, 
$ Without thee, alas ! what are riches and pow'r. 
| But empty deluſions, e a 


But empty, c. 
How much to be priz'd and efteem'd is 4 - friend, 
On whom we can always, and ſafely depend; 
& Our joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
| And griefs when divided, are-huſh'd-into peace: 
When fortune is ſmiling, what crouds will appear 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip fincere : 


I No longer to court you, they eagerly preſs. 


| SONG 320. Sung by Mio Formaitel, 


OAST not, miſtaken ſwain, thy art 
| To pleaſe my partial eyes; 
© The charms that have ſubdu'd my heart, 
Another may deſpiſe. The * 
| Heh 1s to my humour made, | 
. her it may fright; 

| Perhaps by — fond whim betray d, 
In oddneſs 1 delight. a 
EVain youth, to your confuſion know, 
. $4 to wy love's exceſs, | 
| To your fancied beauties owe, + 


\ 


| 452 E world, my dear Myra, is ſull of . 
. And friendſhip” s a jewel we ſeldom can meet; 


4 O triendaup thou balm, and rich ſweet ner of life, 


Vet change but the proſpect, and point out diſtreſs, 


8 9 
1 . 


2 that grows s. ad Fer 


29981 


* Foo houl prev . 3 
- You preſerve m | | 
Since you, my Rs 266 — more i 'T ö 
When I no more admire ee 
By me indeed you are allow'd, „ ei 
The wonder of your kind; n 
But be not of my judgment proud, 411 
Whom love has render'd blind. * Au 


SONG 321. Sung by A F 
S o'er Aſteria's fields I rove, T4 
The bliſsful ſeat of peace and love; >, 


Ten thoufand beauties round me riſe, 3 3 
Ani mingle phaſere with ferprize, oak 
And mingle, &c. W_ 
Zy nature bleſt in i... 
Adorn'd with eve ce of art; ir 2 
This riſing ſeene o Peet Joys» ——_ 
Each raptur d ſenſe at once employs. _ 
But when I view the radiant queen 
Who form'd this fair enchanting ſcene, -: 
Pardon, ye grots, ye cryſtal floods, bo 
Ye breathing flow'rs, ye ſhady woods. . 
Your coolneſs now no more invites, ; 1 E 
No more your murm' ring ſtream delights ; 1 
Your ſweets decay, your verdure's flown, _. 27 

|| My ſoul's intent on her alone, —45 . 
1 Sung by Miſe Formantel | 

HIL hon, thus you tene . 


To ſay w ones 
It cannot ſure be . 1 d %% 1 
IT the truth impart. 


* "Twas not your ſmile, tho? charming, | | 
| "Twas not your eyes, tho? bright; io 
Tas not your bloom, tho? warming 


Nor beauty 's dazling light. . . 

| "Twas not your dreſs, tho” ſhining, 2 

Nor ſhape, that made mbining, Ls 
Tas not your tongue R £51 


For that I know might lie. 
No, twas your gen 'rous nature, 
Bold, ſoft, ſincere and gay: 

| Te ſhone in every feature, 
And ftole my heart away. 


SONG 2a3. nn 


And flowers were fair to ſee 5 
Mary was compleat fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her eye, 
| Blyth Jockey's looks her heart did move, 
s.- Tot her mind this free: 
Gang down the burn, my gentle love, 
And bon T l follow thee, 
No ockey did each lad ſurpaſs, \ 
4 Mile dus en dn man amy —— | 
And Mary was a bonny laſs, | 
Juſt meet to be a bride: © 
Her cheeks were roſy, red and white, 
| Her eyes were azure blue; 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
| Her bps like dropping dew. 
| 2 'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 
a ure unmeet; play, 
ngir dame. 1 beard them fay, 


* 
; * * 


| Wi trees did bud, F . 


a walk ſo ſweet; | . His 7 


£297). 
m een ta laid, 
She cry'd; feet love be troe ; 
. Pf nd when a wife, 2s now a maid, 
To death I'll follow you. 


 $ONG 324. The Beau and the Wit. 
rephon, who try'd with ev'ry grace, 
8 His perſon to adorn; 
by r. 
In $y via's Dag u fad & 
"Ad nent ot hor frm. 
And wonder'd, &c. 
With bows and ſales he did his pn; 
But Oh! "twas allimvain; 
A youth leſs fine, a youth of art, 
Had talk d himſelf into her heart, 
And wou d not out again. 


N Strephon all in new faſhion drefs'd, 
1 d her to admire; © 
= ne the other . 

Dear nature kindly did | 
| And mord her ſoſt defire. | 

Or makes it to his glaſs, 

—— 4 edna al amen 
Convinc' tw a wit 

A beau is but an aſs. . 


_ SONG 325. Nothing new. 4 
Y "as 5 new modes ang 
ſions, 72 I 

Voumar ugh at new follies an LEI 4 
. — 


| A 9s 7 +. , { "_i 1 4 
| Aﬀeing toſhun her be endl partes 5 
Coqueting, yet joy: 
Confeſs, O ye lovers ! is this A 
That ladies are rakes, and turn gameſters, that's 
| - worſe, 
And | have nought but intrigue and diverſion in 
view; 
| With log of their virtue, redeeming their purſe, | 
Is a nation's diſgrace, Cr woes na. 


| | That Frenchmen are robbers and bravo's in war ; 
But drub'd into manners, their inſolence rue; 
| That YO WO OY the brave Engliſh 


And lower heir pr is not atall new. 


oy: conju 


That the hero of Pruſſia yi y flies 
- * to conqueſt, ouſands, with ; 
Ina nee at her ales, MS, 


Leet England proclaim, who has prov'd it not new. 
Let Britons unite, and be wiſe as they're brave, 
| And bid to contention and faction adieu ; | 
ys ry k crown them, as lords of the wave, 
— „„ 


's ONG 326. A Touch on the Times. 


YOME liſten and laugh at the times, ep 
e folly was never ſo ripe; 


| For err man tage choſe tins andy i 
L.-T 4. ade BY 
A ed | 1 ä | '® 


E 


3 
We hee in a kind of diſpuiſe, 
We flatter, we lie, and protef, 
While each of us craftily tries 

on others to faſten the jet 


The virgin, when firſt ſhe is woo'd, 
Returns every ſigh with diſdain ; 

And while by her lover purſu d, 
Can laugh at his folly and pain : 

But when from her innocence won, 
And doom'd for her virtue to mourn, 

When the feels herſelf loſt and undone, 
He laughs at the fool in his turn. 


The fools who at law do contend, 
Can laugh at each others diſtreſs 3 
And while the dire ſuit does depend, 

Ne er think how their ſubſtance grows oy 
Till hamper'd by tedious expence, 
| Altho' to compound they are loth, 
They'll find when reſtor d to their ſenſe, 15 
"The lawyers fit laughing at both, 
But while we perceive it the faſhion 
For one fool to laugh at each other, 
Let us ftrive with a gen rous compaſſion, 
To correct, not contemn, one another ; 
We all have ſome follies to hide, 
| ich known wou'd diſhonour the beſt, 
And life, when tis thoroughly try'd, 5 
| W — but a * £3 


SINCE e k TAG 


e maidens theſe lines I ſend gree 


For riches di e 8 
Not the high courtly dame with aſſemblies and 


# 3 ö 
-No the rep, wich diſſembling and hams ; | 


0 he at, 6s Gd, e 
Not the light-finger'd laſs, who all the night ſpends 


Nor th ar. Ah ine lady that floeps all the day; 
Nor — - woos too forward, nor prude that's 


Neither that, nor other? the girl to 1 
this, e, the girl to wy | 


Notthe rich ancient maiden, ill natur'd as aa, 


„ 


Nor the p. beauty, the ſcorn of mankind, | 
. Neither, this, that, nor Cther's, the un 


E ddr lafs who cam love me with fervour and 
With the fondnefs of aq , and the ſpirit of youth; 

| In whom ſenſe and virtue with wit are combin'd, | 

Is che yirl that love, is the girl to my mind. 

| SONG 328. The Engliſh Padlock. 


SONG 329. The Enquiry. 1 
y WEET content | from whence thy name, 
"Can the ſan of pomp and ſtate 
e Brighten through the gloom of fate. 
1 Can renown oet's pay, 
F Can theſe — 2 


id OS. No, no, no, 20. * 
2 — 
b;: | W ineſs be found? 
| This let nature's ſelf define, 


Tis in woman, tis in wine. 


Reauty mingling with the bowl, | 


— Sci 


5 — 


un 


SONG 335. The Conqueſt.” 


LA LL down in a valloy, of nature the pride, 
| \_Dwele Lycon the ſage, with Thale kis 


5 read wide oer the her 
And 2 Por were . aig, 
One daughter the proof of their 


S_ yy 


| The joy of their life was, and Chloe her name; 


The bloom of ſixteen bid her charms all ariſe, 


. And innocence beam'd from her r : 


Tube roſe from her cheek, learnt in bluſhes to bloom, | 
$ The flow _ around, from her breath caught — 


| W 


bright as the trip t it along, 
And Chloe was hail'd in each little bird's 2 


| Hoch ” gon luck: perſeions, e er 
The nymphs were all rivaPd, and love-ſick the - 
; 2 


1 At wake, or at maypol, in 3 3 
The topic was ſtill — the vale. 
EY. Callin the rover, well vers in the trade, 
- Whoſe pride was to conquer each obdurate maid; 

J Determ!n'd the laurel of triumph do wear. 
And win, to his wiſh, the immoveable fair. 

As awd b ker arr all were dd and a/. 
+ Young Collin reſalv/d other mts to try; 
Wich fopp'ry and Latt'ry ſo warm he addreft, «>: 
Tie nymph zelt her heart pitapat in her breaſt. > 
His words were ſo ſweet, and his vdws {6 de | 
r what impoſible — 


Tho“ 


„een eee nene .9v 


o 24a ca _ cx 


1 youth that ador d once, — YIILS 4 3 
And loft, by her kindneſs, the kindneis of. all. 


1 . earth ſeem d to anſwer the ſmiles from above 


The freedom to uſe my tongue, Plessd e BK 
 A-woman,. alas! wou'd be 


"x1 . 
Tho'prodence late brighten'd ber mind with its ray, 
Yet pity or love, nom gave Collin the day, 

d, from her arms he withdrew. 


Poor Chloe was doom'd from her glory to fall, 


SONG 331. Sung by Mi Formaritel, © 
NE midſummer morning, when nature look d 


2 bud. 12 of ſong, and the Rocks of ole | 


And all things proclaim'd it the ſeaſon of love; 
My mother cry'4 Nancy, come haſte to the mill, 
If — you may ſcold, a . 


doubt, a4 | 
nothing without 3" © | 
I went tow'rd the mill without any delay, 4 
And-ton'd o'er the words I determin d ro ſay; — 
But when I came neat, — 1 1 
Hels my ſtars, I cry'd, now buff em 1 
. NS... 
r 
Now tho' I can ſcold well as any one can. WM 
— 1 


1 5 ou can aſe med i, 
Sir, T — ground, I Taft and 1 wit. 
* d the youth the neglect is not mine. 4 
o corn in the town; I'd grind ſooner thawthive 3 
%4T Pd 2 There's 


4 _w_ 


* 4 p 


| 3941]. 

. There's noone more ready in pleaſing the fair, 

Tue mill ſhall go merrily round declare”; = 

| 2 how the birds fing, and fee how they 
| F Know I muſt hive a kiß fir, [ muſt, and I will. 


My corn being done, I tow'rd home bent my ways 
He whiſper'd, he'd ſomething of moment to fay ; 
* Infifted to 11 me along the green mead, 
And there ſwore he lov'd me, S indeed and indeed 3 
And that he'd be conſtant, and true to me ſtill, 
B80 fince that time I lik d him, and like him Lwill. 


3 I often ſay, mother, the miller 1'll huff, 
She 1 girl, aye, plague him 


| And feare a day paſſe but by her deſire, 
1 kiſs from the youth I admire ; 

11 Ar bis with LI fulfl, | 

| And TI anſwer, Oh! yes, with a hearty good-will; 


7OUNG Daphne made Damon a dupe to her 


4 he'd chide ; 

11 wonder the fair ones ſo eruel can be, 
Had I been a damſel, I'm ſure he'd won me. 

But all her return to his am'rous chat 

Wa, RN 1 Lo ee e 7 1 


than he diy 
rn. 


And lid fach „ 


' SONG 332. I love you for that. 


PG he'd ſtorm, and he'd ſooth, and 


| 


JC 


Þb 7 


3 


That paſſion deſpis d would to age turn his youth | 


| "That joy to wound virtue, his heart wis ha | K 
7 1 we all grow, when we're temper'd in | WM 
5 


| He forc'q her to church gave her tit ſor her tat, | 
| | And now there's no doubt, but ſhe loves him for 


| SONG 333. By Mr. Lowe dt Vauxhall. | 


But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, 


- 1 . 
K f f =" ; 
1 ; . 
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And that he ſhou'd die, which was certainly truth; 
Yet tho' he ſtill put in his pleadings fo pat. 
"T'was yes, to beſure, Oh! I love you for that. 


Now 2 his courtſhip was on a weak plan, 
He threw off the lover, and put on the man; 
they both ſhelter d one noon in the 
bower, x . | 
Swore boldly, by Jove, he'd be happy that hour, © 
She frown'd, and ſtrait flying the place where 
they ſat; | Y 


1 4 


5 


cry d yes, to be ſure, Oh! I love you for hat. 
But Damon ſoon claſp'd the nymph faſt in his 
____ arms, 4 EDS aa. 6 
And ſwore that his flame ſhoù d be crown'd with 


her charms, 


that. J : 


7 * q | 


TNEAR Cloe, come give me ſweet kiſſes, | 
D For ſweeter no girl ever 2 


Do you aſk me how many Fd have? = 
%% -. . 2 Im i 


1 E Count the bees that on H are playing, 
Count the flowers 4 a els 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are ſtraying, 
Or the grain that rich Sicily r 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven, FI” 
Vo number e ſands on the ſhore, * 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've given,” calls 
"T fill ſhall be aſking for more. * * 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee. 
Alben which, dear Cloe, is thine; _- 
rens I'd for ever enfold the, 
: And twiſt round thy neck like & vine ; 1 1 88 
| What joy can be o 
: 4 W. on thy lips ſhall 3 | 
W Bute 


wretch who can number his kiſſes, 
ä | 


3 NE morvingbetime, i in | the firſt week YL 
To —— 

To the birds fing, and to breath the freſh air. 
=% - Fo anchls and happy was Cloe. 


; Theſe rural amuyſements were all I'd in view, 


Se mes, cabal 2 . 


- 6. „ 
* 


. — F. 
1 P's * 
| * 
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But Fevonivs, the lovelieſt of all the gay train,” | 
Came tuning his lute/o'er his father's . — mn, 


He aſk'd why ſo early abroad I was come, 


I gave him my hand, for my heart he'd before, 
That if Ger he returns, we'll be parted no more -4 


7 5 - 


Yet happy and artleſs was Cloe. of 


And begg'd I'd allow him to wait on me home ? 
Then told me he long had a friendſhip for me, 
So pure and fincere he wiſh'd ne'er to be free ; : 


Then ftrange felt the heart of poor Cloe. ;/ 


No laurels hecrav'd, but to make me more kind; 


For in peace: and in war---I run till in his mind 
What anſwer to all theſe fine things could I make 
for him I would live, and I'd die for his fas 
How chang'd was the heart of poor Cloe tf 
Oh no e grave matrons, I did not ſay fo, __ 
The 1 wich d him to ftay, yet I begg'd he u 
: go? MM 1 "> 
His king and his country call'd him to their aid, 
More fit for a ſoldier, than courting a maid; | } 
| But pant went the heart of poor Cloe. 
Soon after, one eve as we fat in the grove, 4 
He told me he'd orders next day to remove: 
How painful is abſence, O Clos he cry d. 
Will you never be kind, muſt I ftill be deny d? 
Let us love e er we part, O my Cloe. 
He d me t' accept of a ring of his har: 
ith a ſmile Ireceiv'd it, and promiſed to wear 
How bleſs'd hive you made me! now, Cloe, I'll gag 
As love is my ſhield I will force e ry foe, = 
And bring home great treaſure ta Cloe. 


. 
_ 


. 8 "= " [ 
my 4 2 C ” - 
aaa "Tm 7 


1 


all ye tha: have felt . ; 
| Pea — 2m | 


To bleſs and be blelt by his Cloe. 


SON 335. Sung by Mr. Beard. 


D* AR Betty Fair, whoſe daily care 
The cleanly dairy c'aim'd ; 

By ſecret art my youthful heart 

E With am'rous warmth: inflamd. 
But ah | her pride, my ſuit deny'd, | 


And ſcorn'd my ſoft afﬀfeQtion ; ade 
In rain I trove to win her love, t i 
For ſhe was — ; 

For the, &c. | - pn 0 
Tho dull or fine, Fu morn her kine, ans 

EI ſought around the mead : es ne 
Her poultry too, | gave their due, - 
And did her pigeons feed. 

try d all day each tender way, 

My love knew no reſtriftion, 2 


| to move the fair 
| She fill was conemdidon. : 


purblind boy, Gre ſole employ, 

Is gentle hearts to | 

pow touch'd mine ear, « Fond youth forbear, 
—— 

2 ol tongue that's gli 

E Fez not wh rut — 

| now ſhe flight, you'll ight 

| And a pleaſe by contradiQion, 9 5 


1 * 4 
. L 


by =T 

AN in a rice this kind advice, - 
From Cupid I BER. 

hed told hefiir Want =... ..- _ 

My paſſion had fubdu'd ; 

This ſudden change, „„ 

And bd: d with ſelf-comvieion ; is 
From church to bed, the maid I led, 

And charm'd by contradiction. | 


SONG 336. Sung by My. Bran | 


ENTLE auth'reſs of my pain, 
G Cloe pride of ev ry ſwain ; 
Be, my fair, no longer c 
Nature now is love and joy. 

Hark, the birds their ſonnets tune, 
oſalute the month of June. 


In the ſun - ſhine of thine eye. 
Hard my fate to pant and ſigh; 
Tho! you kindly grant a kits, 

"Tis but tantalizing bliſs: | 
Grant, my dear, the farther boon, 
Bleſs me in the month of June. 
Now the God of day on high, 

Bright illuminates the ſry; 
Works in earth the genial ts, 
Calling forth the fruits and flow'rs ; 
Goddeſs melt to rapture ſoon, 2 

Love directs the month of June. le" © 

Let me lead the chaſte and gay, 

r pure fondneſs points 1 1 


. . the e o'er - OE 1 1 
ere wou'd Cloe crown her Nein; : 
Lite would be one honey-mbon, e 
FEv'ry month the ms of Jane. 


SONG : 7 Dont and Canons, | 
4 * —— & ſhade, 
I er wanton — 8 
Then liſten to the lovely maid, play: 

13 "Wile od the tones 1 
Sure time and love are bot — 4 \ 


Or Dorus wou'd bis 

Haſte, gentle hithet move, 
And we'll awake doch time and love. 
E Sure, &c. 
Dorus win bet fiſt deſire, 
Came halt ning Or the ne - 


* g Joys the maid inſpi 
. har pang on 17 


= care and an .Z 
1 While ba 7 pers pay r tay | 
Let ev'ry rd joy 
And ev'ry pair. as Ade, | 
| SONG 338. The Maiden's Advices 
7 AIN youth, thy Klatt ey give o'er, 
Thy latent arts I now exploas, | 
r 8 f 43 
Deteſt, &c. * 3 
cg my . Ps 
eon proſtitutes diſcern, 21 
Dr e e the fans, | = = 
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2 Seren 
Von ſay an angel 1 appear, 3 282 
As one, why do you pot.revre, 7 7 
Seek not my ruin 15 „ 
Pritons their females ſhould reſpect, ; — 
From inſults them protect; 4 2M 
And ey'd be bleſs'd by us. | "SY 
Youvow'd you had lov'd me more than life, 1 ij 
But yet refus'd me for your wiſe, -," + 
When I ſeem'd to eomply; 1£ 
Love is a pure and ſacred 
Yours but a ſenſual defire, 
Which you wou'd tfy. 
This precept learn which I im 
Ne'er firive-to gain a virgin's | 
Only to pleaſe your will; = 
| Have nobler thoughts of the fair ſex, 
| Your actions let them ne er perplex, . | 7 
For chake are women ſtill. 24. 


s ONG 333. Sung by Mr. Lowe. -» | 


T2 fy was purpled oer 
With every pleaſing ray, AK 


3 


bl 


flocks reviving felt no more 
Ahe ſultry heats of day. . „ 
When from an hagle's allen bow'r „ 4 

Soft warbled Strephan's tong 2 +: 206 
He bleſt the icene he blen the , — 


be, e 2 4: ; 
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When . 
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